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P11 E FA C E 


TO Tiir 

VOLUME Ol' STANDAUD NOVELS 


<’(>NT,AINlNr. 

HKAIH.ONO llAl.I,,” “ NlUHTMAniC AUBKY,” ‘‘ MAtI> 
MAIIIAN,” ANO “ CUOTOlIKr CAST1.K.” 


A LI. these little publications appeared originally with¬ 
out prefaces. 1 left them to speak for themselves; 
and I thought I might very fitly preserve my own irn- 
|>crsonality, having never intruded on the personality of 
others, nor taken any liberties but with public conduct 
and public opinions. But an old friend assures me, 
that to publish a book without a preface is like entering 
a drawing-room without making a bow. In deference 
to this opinion, though I am not quite clear of its 
soundness, I make my prefatory bow at this eleventh 
hour. 

“ Headlong Hall ’’was written in 1815; “ Nightmare 
Abbey,” in 1817; “Maid Marian,” with the exception of 
the last three chapters, in 1818 ; “ Crotchet Castle,” m 
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PREFACE. 


1830. I am desirous to note the intervals, because, at 
each of those periods, things were true, in great matters 
and in small, which arc true no longer. “ Headlong 
Hall” begins with the Holyhead Mail, and “ Crotchet 
Castle’’ends with a rotten borough. The Holyhead 
mail no longer keeps the same hours, nor stops at tlu> 
Capel Cerig Inn, which the progress of improvement 
has thrown'out of the road; and the rotten boroughs 
of J830 have ceased to exist, though there are 
some very [netty pocket properties, which are their 
worthy successors. But the classes of tastes, feelings, 
and opinions, which were successively hroughl into 
play in these little tales, remain substantially the same. 
Perfectibilians, deteriorationists, statu-quo-ites, phren¬ 
ologists, transcendentalists, political economists, theo¬ 
rists in all sciences, projectors in all arts, morbid 
visionaries, romantic enthusiasts, lovers of music, 
lovers of the picturesque, and lovers of good dinners, 
march, and will march for ever, imri passu with the 
march of mechanics, which some facetiously call the 
march of intellect. The I’astidious in old wine are 
a race that does not dec.ay. Literary violators of 
the confidences of private life still gain a disreputable 
livelihood and an unenviable notoriety. Matcli.makers 
from interest, and the disappointed in love and in 
friendship, are varieties of which .specimens arc ex¬ 
tant. The great principle of the Right of Might is 
as flourishing now as in the days of Maid Marian r 
the array of false pretensions, moral, political, and 
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literary, is as imposing as ever: the rulers of the world 
still feel things in thpir effects, and never foresee them 
in their causes; and political mountebanks continue, 
and will continue, to puff nostrums and practise leger¬ 
demain under the eyes of the multitude; following, like 
the “ learned friend” of ('rotchet Castle, a course as 
tortuous as that of a river, but in a reverse process ; 
l)eginning by being dark and deep, and ending by being 
transparent. 

The Auhior of “ Hkadlonc: Hai.i,.” 


Mnrrit t. 18 .'t 7 . 




HEADLONG HALL. 


[First publislieii in 1816'.] 



All philosophers, who find 

Some favourite system to their mind, 

In every point to make it fit, 

'Will force all nature to submit. 
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HEADLONG HALL. 


CHAPTER I. 

TUB MAIL. 

Tub amliijiuoiis light of a December mornings peeping 
through thewiudows of thcHolyhead mail,dispelled the soft 
visions of tlr four insides, who had slept, or seemed to sleep, 
Jiroug^i the first seventy miles of the road, with as much 
eomfoit as juay be supposed consistent with the jolting of 
the vehicle, and an occasional admonition to rememher the 
nmchimn/. thundered through the open door, accompanied 
by the gentle breath of Boreas, into the ears of the drowsy 
traveller, 

A lively remark, that the day was none of the finest, 
liaving elicited a repartee of quite the contrary, the various 
knotty points of meteorology, which usually form the exor¬ 
dium of an English ^nversation, were successively dis¬ 
cussed and exliau-tcd; and, the ice being thus broken, 
the colloquy i ambled to other topics, in the course of which 
it appiaied, to the surprise of every one, that all four, 
though perfec t strangers to each other, were actually bound 
to the same point, namely. Headlong Hall, the seat of the 
ancient and honourable family of the Headlongs, of the vale 
of Llauberris, in Caernarvonshire. This name may appear at 
first sight not to be truly Cambrian, like those 0/ the Rices, 
and Prices, and Morgans, and Owens, and Williamses, and 
Evanses, and ParryB, and Joneses j but, nevertheless, thc^ 
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Headlong* daim to be not less genuine derivatives from the 
antique toanch of Cadwallader than any of the last natnM 
multiramifled families. They claim, indeed, by one ac¬ 
count, superior antiquity to all of tAem, and even to Cad- 
‘wallader himself; a tradition having been handed down in 
Headlong Hall for some few thousand years, that the 
founder of the family was preserved in the deluge on the 
summit of Snowdon, and took the name of Rhaiader, which 
signifies a waterfall, in consequence of bis having accom¬ 
panied the water in its descent or diminution, till he found 
himself comfortably seated on the rocks of Llanberris. But, 
in later days, when commercial bagsmen began to scour the 
country, the ambiguity of the sound induced his descendants 
to drop the suspicious denomination of lliders, and translate 
the word into English; when, not being well pleased with 
the sound of the thiny, they substituted that of the quality, 
and accordingly adopted the name Headlong, the appropriate 
epithet of waterfall. 

1 cannot tell how the truth may be: 

1 say the tale as’t was said to me. 

The present representative of this ancient and dignified 
house, Harry Headlong, Esquire, was, like all other VTclsh 
squires, fond of shooting, hunting, racing, drinking, and 
other such innocent amusements, S’ aXXov nro?, as 

Menander expresses it. But, unlike other Welsh squires, 
he had aetually suffered certain phenomena, called books, 
to find their way into his house ; and, by dint of lounging 
over them after dinner, on those occasions when he was 
compelled to take his bottle alone, be became seized with a 
violent passion to be thought a philosopher and a man of 
taste; and accordingly set off on an expedition to Oxford, 
to inquire for other varieties of the same genera, namely, 
men of taste and philosophers; but, being assured by a 
learned professor that there were no such things in the 
University, he proceeded to London, where, after beating 
up in several bpoksellcrs’ shops, theatres, exhibition.rooms, 
and other resorts of literature and taste, he formed as ex¬ 
tensive an acquaintance with philosophers and dilettanti as 
his utmost ambition could desire ; and it now became his 
chief wish to have them all together in Headlong Hall, ar- 
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guing, over his old Port and Burgundy, the various knotty 
points which had puzzled his pericranium. He had, there¬ 
fore, sent them invitations ij) due form to pass their 
Christmas at Headlong Hall; which invitations the extensive 
fameof his kitchen fire had induced the greater part of them 
to accept; and four of the chosen guests had, from different 
parts of the metropolis, ensconced themselves in the four 
comers of the Holyhead mail. 

These four persons were, Mr. Foster *, the perfectibilian ; 
Mr. Escott, the deteriorationist; MR JenkisonJ, the 
statu-quo-ite; and the Reverend Doctor Gaster §, who, 
though of course neither a philosopher nor a man of taste, 
had so won on the Squire’s fancy, by a learned dissertation 
on the art of stuffing a turkey, that he concluded no 
Christmas party would he complete without him. 

The conversation among these illuminati soon became 
animated ; and Mr. Foster, who, we must observe, was a 
thin gentleman, about thirty years of age, with an aquiline 
nose, black eyes, white teeth, and black hair—took occasion 
to panegyrize the vehicle in which they were then travelling, 
and observed what remarkable improvements had been made 
in the means of facilitating intercourse between distant parts 
of the kingdom: he held forth with great energy on the 
subject of roads and railways, canals and tunnels, manu¬ 
factures and machinery: “ Ih short," said he, every 
thing we look on attests the progress of mankind in all the 
arts of life, and demonstrates their gradual advancement 
towards a state of unlimited perfection.” 

Mr. Escot, who was somewhat younger than Mr. Foster, 
but rather more pale and saturnine in his aspect, here took 

• FoBter, quasi ^ecirvr.f ,—from tpetos and lucem servo, conserve, 

observo, custodio, — one who watches over and KU.irds the liKhtj a sense in 
which the w<*id is often useti unionjtst us, when we speak oi'/on/crfuff a flame. 

+ Kscot, quasi sj tr»oTo>, in fenebrast scilicet, intuensj one who is always 
looking into the dark side of tlie question. 

I Jenkison: This name may be derived from uttv te-vvy semper ex ipqualu 
Ims •— scilicet, monsurU, omnia metiens: one who from equal measures divides 
arid distributes all things: one wlio from e(|ual measures, can always produce 
arguments on both sides of a question, with so much nicety ami exactness, as 
to keep the said^questiun eternally ponding, and the balum'e of the controversy 
pcrnetually in statu quo. Uy an aphaTesis of the «, an elision of Ihc second «, 
and an easy amt natural mutation of | into the derivation of this name pro- 
r^oeds iwcording to llio strictest principles of etymology : ctnv f| . I«v 

— I(v {« itrm —Itv treav — Itvxtxan — lonkibon —. Jenkison. 

^ Gaster ; scilicet IWvijf — Venter, — ct praclerea nihil. 
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up the thread of the discourse, observing, that the proposition 
just advanced seemed to him perfectly contrary to the true 
state of the case: “ for,” said-he; “Aheseimprovements, as 
you call theni, appear to me only so many links in the great 
chain of corruption, which will soon fetter the whole human 
race in irreparable slavery and incurable wretchedness: your 
improvements proceed in a simple ratio, while the factitious 
wants and unnatural appetites they engender proceed in a 
compound one; and thus one generation acquires fifty wants, 
and fifty means o# supplying them are invented, which each 
in its turn engenders two new ones ; so that the next ge. 
Deration has a hundred, the next two hundred, the next 
four hundred, till every human being becomes such a 
helpless compound of perverted inclinations, that he is al¬ 
together at the mercy of external circumstances, loses all 
independence and singleness of character, and degenerates 
so rapidly from the primitive dignity of his sylvan origin, 
that it is scarcely possible to indulge in any other expect¬ 
ation, than that the whole species must at length be exter¬ 
minated by its own infinite imbecility and vileness.” 

“ Your opinions,” said Mr. Jeiikison, a round-faced little 
gentleman of about forty-five, “ seem to differ to/o cmh. 1 
have often debated the matter in my own mind, •pm and con, 
and have‘at length arrived at this conclusion, — that there 
is not in the human race a tendency either to moral perfecti¬ 
bility or deterioration ; but that the quantities of each 
are so exactly balanced by their reciprocal results, that the 
species, with respect to the sum of good and evil, know¬ 
ledge and ignorance, happiness and misery, remains exactly 
and perpetually 'in statu quo.” 

“ Surely,” said Mr. h’oster, “ you cannot maintain such 
a proposition in the face of evidence so luminous. Look 
at the progress of all the arts and sciences,—see chemistry, 
botany, astronomy-.” 

“ Surely,” said Mr. Escot, “ experience deposes against 
you. Look at the rapid growth of corruption, luxury, sel¬ 
fishness -.” 

“ Really, gentlemen,” said the Reverend Doctor Caster, 
after clearing the husk in his throat with two or three hems, 
• this is a very sceptical, and, 1 must say, atheistical con- 



THE SQUIRE. A 

versation, and I should have thought, out of respect to my 
cloth- 

Here the coach stopped, and the coachman, opening the 
door, vociferated — “ Breakfast, gentlemena sound 
which so gladdened the ears of the divine, that the alacrity 
with which he sprang from tlie vehicle superinduced a dis¬ 
tortion of his ankle, and he was obliged to limp into the 
inn between Mr. Kscot and Mr. Jenkison ; the former ob¬ 
serving, that he ought to look for nothing but evil, and, 
therefore, should not be surprised at tbis little' accident ; 
the latter remarking, that the comfort of a good breakfast, 
and the pain of a sprained ankle, pretty exactly balanced 
each other. 


CHAPTER II. 

THE SQUIRE.-THE BREAKFAST. 

Squire Headlong, in the mean while, was quadripartite in 
his locality ; that is to say, he was superintending the oper¬ 
ations in four scenes of action — namely, the cellar, the 
library, the picture-gallery, and the dining-room,— prepar¬ 
ing for the reception of his philosophical and dilettanti 
visitors. His myrmidon on this occasion was a little red 
nosed butler, whom nature seemed to have cast in the 
genuine mould of an antique Silenus, and who waddled 
about the house after his master, wiping his forehead and 
panting for breath, while the latter bounced from room to 
room like a cracker, and was indefatigable in his requisi¬ 
tions for the proximity of his vinous Achates, whose ad¬ 
vice and co-operation he deemed no less necessary in the 
library than in the cellar. Multitudes of packages had 
arrived, by land and water, from London, and Liverpool, 
and Chester, and Manchester, and Birmingham, and various 
parts of the mountains: books, wine, cheese, globes, mathe¬ 
matical instruments, turkeys, telescopes, hams, tongues, 
microscopes, quadrants, sextants, fiddles, flutes, tea, sugar, 
electrical machines, figs, spices, air-pumps, soda-wateT, 
B 3 
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chemical apparatus, eggs. French-horns, drawing books, 
palettes, oils, and colours, bottled ale and porter, scenery 
for a private theatre, pickles and flA-sauce, patent lamps 
and chandeliers, barrels of oysters, sofas, chairs, tables, 
carpets, beds, looking-glasses, pictures, fruits and confec¬ 
tions, nuts, oranges, lemons, packages of salt salmon, and 
jars of Portugal grapes. These, arriving with infinite ra¬ 
pidity, and in inexhaustible succession, had been deposited 
at random, as the convenience of the moment dictated, 
— sofas in the cellar, chandeliers in the kitchen, hampers 
of ale in the drawing-room, and fiddles and fish-sauce in 
the library. The servants, unpacking all these in furious 
haste, and flying with them from place to place, according 
to the tumultuous directions of Squire Headlong and the 
little fat butler who fumed at his heels, chafed, and crossed, 
and clashed, and tumbled over one another up stairs and 
down. All was bustle, uproar, and confusion; yet nothing 
seemed to advance: while the rage and impetuosity of the 
Squire continued fermenting to the highest degree of exas¬ 
peration, which he signified, from time to time, by convert¬ 
ing some newly unpacked article, such as a book, a bottle, a 
ham, or a fiddle, into a missile against the head of some 
unfortunate servant who did not seem to move in a ratio of 
velocity corresponding to the intensity of his master’s 
desires. 

In this state of eager preparation we shall leave the happy 
inhabitants of Headlong Hdl, and return to the three philo. 
sophers and the unfortunate divine, whom we left limping 
with a sprained ankle into the breakfast-room of the inn ; 
where his two supporters deposited him safely in a large arm¬ 
chair, with his wounded leg comfortably stretched out on 
another. The morning being extremely cold, he contrived 
to be seated as near the fire as was consistent with his other 
object of having a perfect command of the table and its 
apparatus; which consisted not only of the ordinary com¬ 
forts of tea and toast, but of a delicious supply of new-laid 
eggs, and a magnificent round of beef; against which Mr. 
Escot immediately pointed all the artillery of his eloquence, 
declaring the use of animal food, conjointly with that of 
fire, tdT)e one of the principal causes of the present degener- 
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aey of mankind. “ The natural and original man," said 
he, “ lived in the woods : the roots and fruits of the earth 
supplied his simple niltriment: he had few desires, and no 
diseases. But, when he began to sacrifice victims on the altar 
of superstition, to pursue the goat and the deer, and, by the 
pernicious invention of fire, to pervert their flesh into food, 
luxury, disease, and premature death, were let loose upon 
the world. Such is clearly the correct interpretation of the 
fable of Prometheus, which is a symbolical portraiture of 
that disastrous epoch, when man first applied fire to culi¬ 
nary purposes, and thereby surrendered his liver to the vul¬ 
ture of disease. From that period the stature of mankind 
has been in a state of gradual diminution, and 1 have not the 
least doubt that it will continue to grow miuU by degrees, 
and lamentably less, till the whole race will vanish imper¬ 
ceptibly from the face of the earth.” 

“ I cannot agree,” said Mr. Foster, “ in the conse¬ 
quences being so very disastrous. 1 admit, tliat in some 
respects tbe use of animal food retards, though it cannot 
materially inhibit, the perfectibility of the species. But 
the use of fire was indispensably necessary, as JKschylus 
and Virgil expressly assert, to give being to the various arts 
of life, which, in their rapid and interminable progress, 
will finally conduct every individual of the race to the 
philosophic pinnacle of pure and perfect felicity.” 

“ In the controversy concerning animal and vegetable 
food,” said Mr. Jenkison, “ there is much to be said on 
both sides ; and, tile question being in equipoise, I content 
myself with a mixed diet, and make a point of eating what¬ 
ever is placed before me, provided it be good in its kind.” 

In this opinion his two brother philosophers practically 
coincided, though they both ran down the theory as highly 
detrimental to the best interests of man. 

“ I am really astonished,” said the Reverend Doctor 
Caster, gracefully picking off" tlie supernal fragments of an 
egg he had just cracked, and clearing away a space at the 
top for the reception of a small piece of butter —“ I am 
really astonished, gentlemen, at the very heterodox opinions 
I have heard you deliver: since nothing can be more 
B 4 
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obvious than that all animals were created solely and ex¬ 
clusively for the use of man.’ 

“ Even the tiger that devours him ” said Mr. Escot. 

" Certainly,” said doctor Caster. 

“ How do you prove it ? ” said Mr. Escot. 

“ It requires no proof,” said Doctor Caster: “ it is a 
point of doctrine. It is written, therefore it is so.” 

" Nothing can he more logical,” said Mr. .Tenkison. 

It has been said,” continued he, “ that the ox was ex¬ 
pressly made to be eaten by man: it may be said, by a 
parity of reasoning, that man was expressly made to be 
eaten by the tiger : but as wild oxen exist where there are 
no men, and men where there are no tigers, it would seem 
that in these instances they do not properly answer the 
ends of their creation.” 

“ It is a mystery,’’ said Dr. Caster. 

“ Not to launch into the question of final causes,” said 
Mr. Escot, helping himsidf at the same time to a slice of 
beef, concerning which I will candidly acknowledge I 
am as profoundly ignorant as the most dogmatieal theo¬ 
logian possibly can be, 1 just wish to observe, that the pure 
and peaceful manners which Horner ascribes to the Loto- 
phagi, and which at this day characterise many nations 
(the Hindoos, for example, who subsist exclusively on the 
fruits of the earth), depose very strongly in favour of a 
vegetable regimen.” 

“ It may be said, on the contrary,” said Mr. Foster, 
“ that animal food acts on the mind as manure docs on 
flowers, forcing them into a degree of expansion they 
would not otherwise have attained. If we can imagine a 
philosophical auricula falling into a train of theoretical 
meditation on its original and natural nutriment, till it 
should work itself up into a profound abomination of 
bullock’s blood, sugar-baker’s scum, and other unnatural 
ingredients of that rich composition of soil which had 
brought it to perfection*, and insist on being planted in 
.^mmon earth, it would have all the advantage of natural 
theory on its side that the most strenuous advocate of the 
vegetable system could desire; but it would soon discover 

* Sec Emmerton on the Auricula. 
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the practical error of its retrograde ex|>eriment by its lament¬ 
able inferiority in strength and beauty to all the auriculas 
around it. I am afraid, in some instances at least, this 
analogy holds true with respect to mind. No one will 
make a comparison, in point of mental power, between the 
Hindoos and the ancient Greeks.” 

The anatomy of the human stomach,” said Mr. Escot, 
'' and the formation of the teeth, clearly place man in the 
class of frugivorous animals.” 

“ Many anatomists,” said Mr. Foster, “■ are of a dif¬ 
ferent opinion, and agree in discerning the characteristics of 
the carnivorous classes.” 

“ I am no anatomist,” said Mr. Jenkison, “ and cannot 
decide where doctors disagree ; in the mean time, I con¬ 
clude that man is omnivorous, and on that conclusion I 
act.” 

“ Your conclusion is truly orthodox,” said.the lleverend 
Doctor Gaster: “ indeed, the loaves and fishes are typical 
of a mixed <liet; and the practice of the Church in all ages 
shows——” 

“ That it never loses sight of the loaves and fishes,” 
said Mr. Escot. 

“ It never loses sight of any point of sound doctrine,” 
said the reverend doctor. 

The coachman now informed them their time was 
elapsed ; nor could all the jrathetic remonstrances of the 
reverend divine, who declared he had not half breakfasted, 
succeed in gaining one minute from the inexorable Jehu. 

“ You will allow,” said Mr. Foster, as soon as they were 
again in motion, “ that the wild man of the woods could 
not transport himself over two hundred miles of forest, with 
as much facility as one of these vehicles transports you and 
me through the heart of this cultivated cotuitry.” 

“ I am certain,” said Mr. Escot, “ that a wild man can 
travel an immense distance without fatigue; blit what is 
the advantage of locomotionThe wild man is happy in 
one spot, and there he remains: the civilised man is 
wretched in every place he happens to be in, and then con¬ 
gratulates himself on being accommodated with a machine, ^ 
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that will whirl him to another^ where he will be just as 
miserable as ever.” 

We shall now leave the mail-coach to find its way to 
Capel Cerig, the nearest point of the Holyhead road to the 
dwelling of Squire Headlong. 


CHAPTER III. 

THE ARRIVALS. 


In the midst of that scene of confusion thrice confounded, 
in which we left the inhabitants of Headlong Hall, arrived 
the lovely Caprioletta Headlong, the Squire’s sister (whom 
he had sent for, from the residence of her maiden aunt at 
Caernarvon, to do the honours of his house), beaming like 
light on chaos, to arrange disorder and harmonise discord. 
The tempestuous spirit of her brother became instant, 
aneously as smooth as the surface of the lake of Llanherris; 
and the little fat butler “ plessed Cot, and St. Tafit, and 
the peautiful tamsel,” for being permitted to move about 
the house in his natural pace. In less than twenty-four 
hours after her arrival, every thing was disposed in its 
proper station, and the Squire began to be all impatience 
for the appearance of his promised guests. 

The first visitor with whom he had tlie felicity of 
shaking hands was Marmaduke Milestone, Esquire, who 
arrived with a portfolio under his arm. Mr. Milestone* 


* Mr. Knight, in a note to the Landscape, having taken the liberty of laugh, 
ing at a notable device of a celebrated for giving greatness of charac. 

ter to a place, and showing anr undivided extent of property, by placing the 
family arms on the neighbouring niilestoiu’s, the improver retorted on liim with 
a charge of misquotation, misrepresentation, and malice prepense. Mr. Knight, 
in the preface to the second etlitioii of his fioem, quotes the improver's words: 
—. ** The market-house, or other public edifice, or even a tnerr stone tuith dis~ 
tances^ may l>ear the arms of the family : *’ and adds: — ** By a mvra stone 
vaith ^tanceSf the author of the Landscaiie certainly thought he meant a 
milestone s but, if he did not, any other interpretation whiem he may think 
more advantageous to himself shall readily be adopted, as it will equally answer 
the purpfise of the quotation.’* The improver, however, did not condescend to 
expmin what he really meant by a mere stone with distances, though he strenu. 
outly maintained that he did not mean a milestone. His idea, therefore, stands 
OQ record, invested with all the sublimity that obscurity can confer. 
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was a picturesque landscape gardener of the first celebrity, 
who was not without hopes of persuading Sqdire Headlong 
to put his romantic pleasure-grounds under a process of 
improvement, promising himself a signal triumph for his 
incomparable art in the difficult and, therefore, glorious 
achievement of polishing and trimming the rocks of Llan- 
berris. 

Next arrived a post-chaise from the inn at Capel Cerig, 
containing the Reverend Doctor Gaster. It appeared, that, 
when the mail-coach deposited its valuable cargo, early on 
the second morning, at the inn at Capel Cerig, there was 
only one post-chaise to be had ; it was therefore determined 
that the reverend Doctor and the luggage should proceed 
in the chaise, and that the three philosophers should walk. 
When the reverend gentleman first seated himself in the 
chaise, the windows were down all round ; hut he allowed 
it to drive off under the idea that he could easily pull 
tliem up. This task, however, he had considerable difficulty 
in accomplishing, and when he had succeeded, it availed 
him little ; for the frames and glasses had long since dis¬ 
continued their ancient familiarity. He had, however, no 
alternative but to proceed, and to comfort himself, as he 
went, with some choice quotations from the book of Job. 
The road led along the edges of tremendous chasms, with 
torrents dashing in the bottom ; so that, if his teeth had 
not chattered with iolfi, they would have done so with 
fear. The Squire shook him heartily by the hand, and 
congratulated him on his safe arrival at Headlong Hall. 
The Doctor returned the squeeze, and assured him thart 
the congratulation was by no means misapplied. 

Next came the three philosophers, highly delighted with 
their walk, and full of rapturous exclamations on the 
sublime beauties of the scenery. 

The Doctor shrugged up his shoulders, and confessed 
he preferred the scenery of Putney and Kew,' where a 
man could go comfortably to sleep in his chaise, without 
being in momentary terror of being hurled headlong down 
a precipice. 

Mr. Milestone observed, that there were great capa¬ 
bilities in the scenery, but it wanted shaving and polish- 



12 


HEADLONG HALL. 


ing. If he could but have it under his care for a single 
twelvemonth, he assured them no one would be able to 
know it again. 

Mr. .lenkison thought the scenery was just what it 
ought to be, and required no alteration. 

Mr. Foster thought it could be improved, but doubted 
if that effect would be produced by the system of Mr. 
Milestone. 

Mr. .Kscot did not think that any human being could 
improve it, but had no doubt of its having changed very 
considerably for the worse, since the days when the now 
barren rocks were covered with the immense forest of 
Snowdon, which must have contained a very fine race of 
wild men, not less than ten feet high. 

The next arrival was that of Mr. Cranium, and his 
lovely daughter Miss Cephalis Cranium, who flew to the 
arras of her dear friend (laprioletta, with all that warmth 
of friendship which young ladies usually assume towards 
each other in the presence of young gentlemen. 

Miss Cephalis blushed like a carnation at the sight of 
Mr. Escot, and Mr. Escot glowed like a corn-poppy at 
the sight of Miss Cephalis. It was at least obvious to all 
observers, that he could imagine the possibility of one 
change for the better, even in this terrestrial theatre of 
universal deterioration. 

Mr. Cranium’s eyes wandered from Mr. Escot to his 
daughter, and from his daughter to Mr. Escot; and his 
complexion, in the course of the scrutiny, underwent several 
variations, from the dark red of the piony to the deep blue 
of the convolvulus. 

Mr. Escot had formerly been the received lover of Miss 
Cephalis, till he incurred the indignation of her father 
by laughing at a very profound craniological dissertation 
which the old gentlemen delivered; nor had Mr. Escot 
yet discovered the means of mollifying his wrath. 

Mr. Cranium carried in his own hands a bag, the 
contents of which were too precious to be intrusted to 

* ** 11 est constant qu'ellcs se baisent dc incilleur coeur. et se caressent avec 
phiH de^race devant les hommes^ fieres d'aiguiser iinpuncmcnt Icur coiivnitise 
parrimage des faveurs qu’clics saveut kur fatre envicr.” — Kuusseau, Emile, 
liv. 5. 
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any one but himself; and earnestly entreated to be shown 
to the chamber appropriated for his reception, that he 
.might deposit liis treasure in safety? The little butler 
was accordingly summoned to conduct him to lus mibieu- 
lum. 

Next arrived a post-chaise, carrying four insides, whose 
extreme thinness enabled them to travel thus economically 
wilhout experiencing the slightest inconvenience. These 
four personages were, two very profound critics, Mr. Gall 
and Mr. Treacle, who followed the trade of reviewers, but 
occasionally indulged themselves in the composition of bad 
poetry ; and two very multitudinous versifiers, Mr. Night¬ 
shade and Mr. Mac Laurel, who followed the trade of 
poetry, but occasionally indulged themselves in the com¬ 
position of bad criticism. Mr. Nightshade and Mr. Mac 
Laurel were the two senior lieutenants of a very formidable 
corps of critics, of whuin Timothy Treacle, Esquire, was 
captain, and Geoffrey Gall, Esquire, generalissimo. 

'I'he last arrivals were Mr. Cornelius Chromatic, the 
most profound and scientific of all amateurs of the fiddle, 
with his two blooming daughters, Miss Tenorina and Miss 
Graniosa ; Sir Patrick O’Prisin, a dilettante painter of high 
renown, and his maiden aunt. Miss Philomela Poppyseed, 
an indefatigable compounder of novels, written for the 
express purpose of supporting every species of superstition 
and prejudice; and Mr. I’anscope, the chemical, botanical, 
geological, astronomical, mathematical, metaphysical, me¬ 
teorological, anatomical, physiological, galvanistical, mu- 
sietJ, pictorial, bibliographical, critical philosopher, who 
had run through the whole circle of the sciences, and under¬ 
stood them all equally well. 

Mr. Milestone was impatjeht to take a walk round the 
grounds, that he might examine how far the system of 
clumping and levelling could be carried advantageously 
into effect. The ladies retired to enjoy each other’s 
society in the first happy moments of meeting; the 
lleverend Doctor (iaster sat by tire library fire, in pro¬ 
found meditation over a volume of the “ AIrnauach des 
Gourmands : ” Mr. Pauscope sat in the opposite corner 
with a volume of Rees's Cyclopardia: Mr. Cranium was • 
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busy up stairs: Mr. Chromatic retreated to the music- 
room, where he fiddled through a book of solos before the 
ringing of the first dinner-bell. "The remainder of the 
party supported Mr. Milestone's proposition ; and, accord¬ 
ingly, Squire Headlong and Mr. Milestone leading die van, 
they commenced their perambulation. 


CHAPTER IV. 

THE OBOONDS. 

“ I PERCEIVE,” said Mr. Milestone, after they had walked 
-a few paces, “ these grounds Ijave never been touched by 
the finger of taste.” 

“ The place is quite a wilderness,” said Squire Head¬ 
long : “ for, during the latter ])art of my father’s life, 
while I was fininhing my education, he troubled himself 
about nothing but the cellar, and suffered every thing else 
to go to rack and ruin. A mere wilderness, ks you see, 
even now in December; but in summer a complete nur¬ 
sery of briers, a forest of thistles, a plantation of nettles, 
without any live stock but goats, that have eaten up all the 
bark of the trees. Here you see is the pedestal of a statue, 
with only half a leg and four toes remaining: there were 
many here once. When 1 was a boy. I used to sit every 
day on the shoulders of Hercules : what became of him I 
have never been able to ascertain. Neptune has been lying 
these seven years in the dust-hole; Atlas had his head 
knocked oft’ to fit him for propping a shed; and only the 
day before yesterday we fished Bacchus out of the horse- 
pond.” 

“ My dear sir,” said Mr. Milestone, “ accord me your 
permission to wave the wand of enchantment over your 
grounds. The rocks shall be blown up, the trees shall lie 
cut down, the wilderness and all its goats shall vanish like 
mist. Pagodas and Chinese bridges, gravel walks and 
shrubBSries, bowling-greens, canals, and clumps of larch. 
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shall rise upon its ruins. One age, sir, has brought to 
light the treasures of ancient learning ; a second has pe¬ 
netrated into the depfhs of metaphysics; a third has 
brought to perfection the science of astronomy ; but it 
was reserved for the exclusive genius of tlie present times, 
to invent the noble art of picturesque gardening, which has 
given, as it were, a new tint to the complexion of nature, 
and a new outline to the physiognomy of the universe!” 

“ Give me leave,” said Sir Patrick O’Prism, “ to take 
an exception to that same. Your system of levelling, and 
trimming, and clipping, and docking, and clumping, and 
polishing, and cropping, and shaving, destroys all the beau¬ 
tiful intricacies of natural luxuriance, and all the graduated 
harmonies of light and shade, melting into one another, as 
you see them on that rock over yonder. I never saw one 
of your improved places, as you call them, and which are. 
nothing but big bowling-greens, like sheets of green paper, 
with a parcel of round clumps scattered over them, like 
so many spots of ink, flicked at random out of a pen *, 
and a solitary animal here and there looking as if it were 
lost, that I did not think it was for all the world like 
Hounslow Heath, thinly sprinkled over with bushes and 
highwaymen." 

“Sir,” said Mr. Milestone, “'you will have the good¬ 
ness to make a distinction between the picturesque and 
the beautiful.” 

“Will I?" said Sir Patrick, “och! but I won’t. For 
what is beautiful ? 'Phat which pleases the eye. And 
what pleases the eye ? Tints variously broken and 
blended. Now, tints variously broken and blended con¬ 
stitute the picturesque.” 

“ Allow me,” said Mr. Gall. “ 1 distinguish the pic¬ 
turesque and the beautiful, and I add to them, in the laying 
out of grounds, a third and distinct character, which I call 
unexper.tedness.” 

“ Pray, sir,” said Mr. Milestone, “ by what name do 
you distinguish .this character, when a person walks round 
the grounds for the second time t 

*■ Sec Price on the Keturesque. 

+ See Knight on Toste^ and the Edinburgh Review, XIV. 
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Mr. Gall bit his lips, and inwardly vowed to revenge 
himself on Milestone, by cutting up his next publication. 

A long controversy now ensued concerning the pic¬ 
turesque and the beautiful, highly edifying to Squire Head¬ 
long. 

The three philosophers stopped, as they wound round a 
projecting point of rock, to contemplate a little boat which 
was glitling over the tranquil surface of the lake below. 

“ The blessings of eivilisation,” said Mr. Foster, “ex¬ 
tend themselves to the meanest individuals of the community. 
That boatman, singing as he sails along, is, I have no 
doubt, a very happy, and, comparatively to the men of 
his class some centuries back, a very enlightened and 
intelligent man.” 

“ As a partisan of the system of the moral perfectibility 
of the human race,” said Mr. Eseot,—who was always 
for considering things on a large scale, and whose thoughts 
immediately wandered from the lake to the ocean, from the 
little boat to a ship of the line, — “ you will |)rol)abiy be 
able to jioint out to mo the degree of improvement that 
you suppose to have taken place in the character of a 
sailor, from the days when Jason sailed through tlie Cy- 
anean Symplegades, or Noah moored his ark on the summit 
of Ararat. 

“ If you talk to me,” said Mr. Foster, “of mythological 
personages, of course I cannot meet you on fair grounds.” 

“We will begin, if you plea.se, then,” said Mr. Eseot, 
“no further back than the battle of Salamis; and I will 
ask you if you think the mariners of England are, in any 
one respect, morally or iutellectually, superior to those 
who then preserved the liberties of Greece, under the 
direction of Themistocles ? ” 

“ 1 yiill venture to assert,” said Mr. Foster, “that, con¬ 
sider^ merely as sailors, which is the only fair mode of 
judging them, they are as far superior to the Athenians, 
as the structure of our ships is superior to that of theirs. 
Would not one English seventy-four, think you, have been 
sufficient to have sunk, burned, and put to flight, all the 
Persian and Grecian vessels in that memorable bay ? Con 
, template the, progress of naval architecture, and the slow, 
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but immense, succession of concatenated intelligence, by 
which it has gradually attained its present stage of per¬ 
fectibility. In this, as in all other branches of art and 
science, every generation possesses all the knowledge of the 
preceding, and adds to it its own discoveries in a pro¬ 
gression to which there seems no limit. The skill requisite 
to direct these immense machines is proportionate to their 
magnitude and complicated mechanism; and, therefore, 
the English sailor, considered merely as a sailor, is vastly 
superior to the ancient (Ireek.” 

“ You make a distinction, of course,” said Mr. Escot, 
“ between scientific and moral perfectibility” 

J conceive,” said Mr. Foster, “that men are virtuous 
in proportion as they are enlightened; and that, as every 
generation increases in knowledge, it also increases in 
virtue." 

“ 1 wish it wore so,” said Mr. Escot; “ hut to me the 
very reverse appears to be the fact. The progress of 
knowledge is not general: it is confined to a chosen few of 
every age. How far these are Itetter than their neigh¬ 
bours, we may examine by and bye. The mass of man¬ 
kind is composed of beasts of burden, mere clods, and 
tools of their superiors, lly enlarging and complicating 
your machines, you degrade, not exalt, the human animals 
you employ to direct them. When the boatswain of a 
seventy-four pipes all hands to the main tack, and flourishes 
his rope’s end over the shoulders of the poor fellows who 
are tugging at the ropes, do you perceive so dignified, so 
gratifying a picture, as Ulysses exhorting his dear friends, 
his El’lIll’ES ‘ETATPOI, to ply their oars with energy? You 
will say, Ulysses was a fabulous character. But the eco¬ 
nomy of his vessel is drawn from nature. Every man 
on board has a character and a will of his own. He talks 
to them, argues with them, convinces them; and they obey 
him, because they love him, and know the reason of his 
orders. Now, as I have said before, all singleness of 
character is lost. We divide men into herds like cattle : 
an individual man, if you strip lum of all that is extraneous 
to himself, is the most wretched and contemptible creature 
on the face of the earth. The sciences advance. True. 


0 
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A few years of study puts a modern mathematician in pos¬ 
session of more than Newton knew, and leaves him at leisure 
to add new discoveries of his own. Agreed. But does 
this make him a Newton ? Does it put him in possession 
of that range of intellect, tliat grasp of mind, from which 
the discoveries of Newton sprang ? It is mental power that 
I look for: if you can demonstrate the increase of that, I 
will give up the field. Energy — independence — indi¬ 
viduality — disinterested virtue — active benevolence — 
self-oblivion — universal philanthropy — these are the 
qualities I desire to find, and of which I contend that 
every succeeding age produces fewer examples. 1 repeat 
it ; there is scarcely such a thing to be found as a single 
individual man : a few classes compose the whole frame of 
society, and when you know one of a class you know the 
whole of it. Give me the wild man of the woods; the 
original, unthinking, unscientific, unlogical savage: in him 
there is at least some good; but, in a civilised, sophisti¬ 
cated, cold-blooded, mechanical, calculating slave of Mam¬ 
mon and the world, there is none — absolutely none. Sir, 
if I fall into a river, an unsophisticated man will jump in 
and bring me out; but a philosopher will look on with the 
utmost calmness, and consider me in the light of a pro¬ 
jectile, and, making a calculation of the degree of force 
with which 1 have impinged the surface, the resistance of 
the fluid, the velocity of the current, and the depth of the 
water in that particular place, he will ascertain with the 
greatest nicety in what part of the mud at the bottom 1 
may probably be found, at any given distance of time from 
the moment of my first immersion.” 

Mr. Foster was preparing to reply, when the first dinner- 
bell rang, and he immediately commenced a precipitate 
return towards the house; followed by his two companions, 
who both admitted that he was now leading the way to at 
least a temporary period of physical amelioration: “ but, 
alas! ” added Mr. Escot, after a moment’s reflection, 
“ Epulse NoouERB repost®! "* 

* Protracted banqueta have been copious sources of cviL 
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CHAPTER V. 

THE DINNER. 

The sun was now terminating his diurnal course, and the 
lights were glittering on the festal board. M''hen the ladies 
had retired, and the Burgundy had taken two or three tours 
of the table, the following conversation took place; — 

SQUIRE BEADI.ONU. 

Push about the Ixittle: Mr. Escot, it stands witli you. 
No heeltaps. As to skylight, liberty-hall. 

MR. MAO I.AURKI.. 

Really, Squire Headlong, this is the vara nactar itsel. 
Ye hae saretainly clescovered the tarrcstrial paradise, but it 
flows wi’ a better leecor than milk an’ honey. 

THE REVEREND DOCTOR CASTER. 

Hem ! Mr. Mac Laurel! there is a degree of profane¬ 
ness in that observation, which I should not have looked 
for in so staunch a supporter of church and state. Milk 
and honey was the pure food of the antediluvian patriarchs, 
who knew not the use of the grape, happily for them. — 
{Tossing off a bumper of Hurgundy.') 

MR. ESCOT. 

Happily, indeed! The first inhabitants of the world 
knew not the use either of wine or animal food ; it is, 
therefore, by no means incredible that they lived to the ag<- 
of several centuries, free from war, and commerce, and 
arbitrary government, and every other species of desolating 
wickedness. But man was then a very different animal to 
what he now is: he had not the faculty of speech; he was 
not encumbered with clothes; he lived in the open air ; 
his first step out of which, as Hamlet truly observes, is 
into his grave.* His first dwellings, of course, were the 
hollows of trees and rocks. In process of time he began to 
build: thence grew villages; thence grew cities. Luxury, 


* See Lord Monboddo*s Auclcnt MoUpliysicg. 
C 2 
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oppression, poverty, misery, and disease kept pace with 
the progress of his pretended improvements, till, from a 
free, strong, healthy, j)caceful animal, he has become a 
weak, distempered, cruel, carnivorous slave. 

THE KEVEHEND DOOTOH GASTEIl. 

Your doctrine is orthodox, in so far as you assert that 
the original man was not encumbered with clothes, and that 
he lived in the o])en air; but, as to the faculty of speech, 
that, it is certain, he had, for the authority of Moses- 

MR. EseoT. 

Of course, sir, I do not jiresumc to dissent from the very 
exalted authority of that most enlightened astronomer an<l 
profound cosmogonist, who had, moreover, the advantage 
of being inspired ; but when I indulge myself with a ramble 
in the fields of speculation, and atteinj)t to deduce what is 
probable and rational from the sources of analy.sis, experi¬ 
ence, and comparison, 1 confess I am too often a|)t to lose 
sight of the doctrines of that great fountain of theological 
and geological philosophy. 

SOI'IRE IlEAULONO. 

Push about the bottle. 

MR. FOSTER. 

Do you suppo.se the mere animal life of a wild man, living 
on acorns, and sleeping on the ground, comparable in feli¬ 
city to that of a Newton, ranging through unlimited space, 
and penetrating into the arcana of universal motion — to 
that of a Locke, unravelling he labyrinth of mind — to 
that of a I^avoisier, detecting the minutest combinations of 
matter, and reducing all nature toils elements—to that of a 
Shakspeare, piercing and developing the springs of passion 
—or of a Miltoti, identifying himself, as it were, with the 
beings of an invisible world ? 

MR. ESCOT. 

You suppose extreme cases : but, on the score of happi¬ 
ness, what comparison can you make between the tranquil 
being of the wild man of the woods and the wretched and 
turbulent existence of Milton, the victim of persecution, 
poverty, blindness, and neglect ? The records of literature 
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demonstrate that Happiness and Intelligence are seldom 
sisters. Even if it were otherwise, it would prove nothing. 
The many are always sacrificed to the few. Where one 
man advances, hundreds retrograde; and the balance is al¬ 
ways in favour of universal deterioration. 

MR. FOSTER. 

Virtue is independent of external circumstances. The 
exalted understanding looks into the truth of things, and, in 
its own peaceful contemplations, rises superior to the world. 
No philosopher w'ould resign his mental acquisitions for the 
purchase of any terrestrial good. 

MR. ESCOT. 

In other words, no man whatever would resign his 
identity, which is nothing more than the consciousness of 
his perceptions, as tlie price of any acquisition. But every 
man, without exception, would willingly eifect a very ma¬ 
terial change in his relative situation to other individuals. 
Unluckily for the rest of your argument, the understanding 
of literary people is for the most part exalted, as you express 
it, not so much by the love of truth and virtue, as by arro¬ 
gance and self-sufficiency ; and there is, perhaps, less dis¬ 
interestedness, less liberality, less general benevolence, and 
more envy, hatred, and uncharitablencss among them, than 
among any other description of men. 

( The eye of Mr. Excot, as he pronounced these words, 
rested very innocently and unintentionally on Mr. Gall.) 

MR. OAT.E. 

You allude, sir, I presume, to my review. 

MR. ESCOT. 

Pardon me, sir. You will be convinced it is impossible 
I can allude to your review, when I assure you that I have 
never read a single page of it. 

MR. GALL, MR. TREACLE, MR. NlOnTSlIADE, AND 
MB. MAC LAUREL. 

Never read our review !!!! 

MB. ESCOT. 

Never. I look on periodical criticism in general to be a ■ 
c 3 
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species of shop, where panegyric and defamation are sold, 
wholesale, retail, and for exportation. I am not inclined to 
be a purchaser of these commodities, or to encourage a trade 
which I consider pregnant with mischief. 

MR. MAC LAUREL. 

I can readily conceive, sir, ye wou’d na wullinly en- 
coorage ony dealer in panegeeric: but, frae the manner in 
which ye speak o’ the first ereetics an’ scholars o’ the age, 
I shou’d think ye wou'd hae a leetle mair predilaction for 
deefamation. 


MB. ESCOT. 

I have no predilection, sir, for defamation. I make a 
point of speaking the truth on all occasions ; and it seldom 
happens that the truth can be spoken without some stricken 
deer pronouncing it a libd. 

MB. BIOHTSHADB. 

You are perhaps, sir, an enemy to literature in general? 

MB. ESCOT. 

If I were, sir, I should be a better friend to periodical 
critics. 


SQUIRE BEABLONO. 

Buz ! 


MR. TREACLE. 

May I simply take the liberty to inquire into the basis 
of your objection ? 


MR. ESCOT. 

I conceive that periodical criticism disseminates super¬ 
ficial knowledge, and its perpetual adjunct, vanity ; that it 
checks in the youthful mind the habit of thinking for itself; 
that it delivers partial opinions, and thereby misleads the 
judgment; that it is never conducted with a view to the 
general interests of literature, but to serve the interested ends 
of individuals, and the miserable purposes of party. 

MR. MAC LAUBEL. 

Yfi hen, sir, a mon mun leeve. 
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MR. ESCOT. 

While he can live honourably, naturally, justly, cer¬ 
tainly : no longer. 

MR. MAC LAUBET.. 

Every mon, sir, leeves according to his ain notions of 
honour an’ justice: there is a wee defFerence amang the 
learned wi’ respact to the deflneetion o’ die ternas. 

MR. ESCOT. 

I believe it is generally admitted, that one of the ingre. 
dients of justice is disinterestedness. 

MR. MAC EAUREL. 

It is na admetted. Sir, amang the pheelosophers of 
Edinbroo’, that there is ony sic thing as desenterestedness 
in the warld, or that a mon can care for onything sae much 
as his ain sel: for ye mun observe, sir, every mon has his 
ain parteecular feelings of what is gude, an’ beautifu’, an' 
consentaneous to his ain indiveedual nature, an’ desires to 
see every thing aboot him in that parteecular state which is 
maist conformable to his ain notions o’ the moral an’ po- 
leetical fetness o’ things. Twa men, sir, shall purchase a 
piece o’ grand atween ’em, and ae mon shall cover his half 
wi’ a park- 

MR. MILESTONE. 

Beautifully laid out in lawns and clumps, with a belt 
of trees at the circumference, and an artificial lake in the 
centre. 


MR. MAO I.AVBEL. 

Exactly, sir; an’ shall keep it a’ for his ain sel: an’ the 
other mon shall divide his half into leede farms of twa or 
three acres- 


MR. ESOOT. 

Like those of the Roman republic, and build a cottage 
on each of them, and cover his land with a simple, innocent, 
and smiling population, who shall owe, not only their hap¬ 
piness, but tbeir existence, to his benevolence. 

MR. MAO liADREIi. 

Exactly, sir; an’ ye will ca’ the first mon selfish, an’ the* 
a 4 
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second dcsenterestcd; but the pheelosophical truth is semply 
tliis, that the anc is pleased wi’ looking at trees, an’ the 
other wi’ seeing people happy an’ cbmfortable. It is aunly 
a matter of indiveedual feeling. A paLsant saves a nion s 
life for the same reason that a hero or a footpad cuts his 
thrapplc : an’ a pheelosojiher delevers a moii frae a preson, 
for the same reason that a tailor or a j)rimc mcnester puts 
him into it: because it is conformable to his ain parteecular 
feelings o’ the moral an’ poleetical fctness o’ tilings. 

SQUIRE IIKADLONG. 

Wake the Reverend Doctor. Doctor, the bottle stands 
with you. 

THE llEVKBENn IlOCTOK OASTKB. 

It is an error of which I am seldom guilty. 

MR. MAC I.AUBEL. 

Non, ye ken, sir, every mon is the centre of his ain 
system, an’ endaivours as much as possible to adapt every 
thing aroond him to his ain parteecular views. 

MB. ESCOT. 

Thus, sir, I presume, it suits the particular views of a 
poet, at one time to take the part of the people against 
their oppressors, and at another, to take the part of the op¬ 
pressors, against the people. 

MR. MAC LAUREL. 

Ye mun alloo, sir, that poetry is a sort of ware or com¬ 
modity, that is brought into the public market wi’ a’ other 
descreptions of merchandise, an’ that a mon is pairfectly 
justified in getting the best price he can for his article. 
Noo, there are three reasonsfor taking-the part o’ the people: 
the first is, when general leeberty an’ public happiness are 
conformable to your ain parteecular feelings o’ the moral 
an’ poleetical fetness o’ things: the second is, when they 
happen to be, as it were, in a state of exceetabeelity, an’ ye 
think ye can get a gude price for your commodity, by 
flingin’ in a leetle seasoning o’ pheelanthropy an’ republican 
speerit: the third is, when ye think ye can bully the me- 
nestrj^to gieing ye a place or a pansion to hau’d your din, 
an' in that case, ye point an atttack against them within the pale 
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o' the law ; an’ if they talc nae heed o’ yc, ye open a stronger 
fire; an’ the less heed they talc, the niair ye bawl; an’the inair 
factious ye grow, always within the pale o’ the law, till they 
send a plenipotentiary to treat wi’ ye for yoursel, an’ then 
the inair popular ye happen to Ixi, the better price ye 
fetch. 

SQIjIHE IIEADEON'i. 

Off with your heeltaps. 

MR. (iUANIUM. 

I perfectly agree with Mr. Mac Laurel in his definition 
of self-love aiul disinterestedness : every man's actions are 
determined by his peculiar views, and those views arc de¬ 
termined by tJie organization of his skull. A man in whom 
the organ of benevolence is not developed, cannot be bene¬ 
volent: he, in whom it is so, cannot be otherwise. The 
organ of self-love is prodigiously developed in the greater 
number of subjects that have fallen under my observation. 

MR. ESOOT. ' 

Much less, I presume, among savage than civilised men, 
who, iMustnnt only to ttw low of scl/’, and comintent only in 
their aim to deceive, are alwaye actuated hy the hope of per¬ 
sonal advuntaye, or hy the dread of personal punishment. * 

Mil. CRANIUM. 

Very probably. 

MR. ESCOT. 

You have, of course, found very copious specimens of 
the organs of hypocrisy, destruction, and avarice. 

HR. CRANIUM. 

Secretiveness, destructiveness, and covetiveness. You 
may add, if you please, that of constructiveness. 

MU. ESCOT. 

Meaning, I presume, the organ of building; which I 
contend to be not a natural organ of the featherless biped: 

MR. CRANIUM. 

Pardon me: it is here_ (Js he said these words, he pro¬ 

duced a skull from his pocket, and placed it on the table, to 

* Drummond's Academical Questions. 
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</*e great turpriae of the company.)—This was the skull of 
Sir Christopher Wren. You observe this protuberance— 
(The skuU was handed round the tdhle.) 

MR. ESCOT. 

I contend that the original unsophisticated man was by 
no means constructive. He lived in the open air, under a 
tree. 

THE BEVEBENr) DOCTOR OA STER. 

The tree of life. Unquestionably. Till he had tasted 
the forbidden fruit. 


MR. JENETSOIV. 

At which period, probably, the organ of constructiveness 
was added to his anatomy, as a punishment for his trans¬ 
gression. 

MR. ESCOT. 

There could not have been a more severe one, since the 
propensity which has led him to building cities has proved 
the greatest curse of his existence. 

SQUIRE HEADLONG —{taking the skull.) 

, Memento mori. Come, a bumper of Burgundy. 

MR. NIGHTSHADE. 

A very classical application. Squire Headlong. The 
Romans were in the practice of adhibiting skulls at their 
banquets, and sometimes little skeletons of silver, as a 
silent admonition to the guests to enjoy life while it 
lasted. 


THE REVEREND DOCTOR OASTER. 

Sound doctrine, Mr. Nightshade. 

MR. ESCOT. 

I question its soundness. The use of vinous spirit 
has a tremendous influence in the deterioration of the 
human race. 

MR. FOSTER. 

I fear, indeed, it operates as a considerable check to 
the progress of the species towards moral and intellectual 
per^tion. Yet many great men have been of opinion 
that it exalts the imagination, fires the genius, accelerates 
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the flow of ideas, and imparts to dispositions naturally cold 
and deliberative that enthusiastic sublinaation which is the 
source of greatness and energy. 

MB. NIGHTSHADE. 

LaudVms arguitur vini vinosus Homerus.* 

MB. JENKISON. 

I conceive the use of wine to be always pernicious in 
excess, but often useful in moderation : it certainly kills 
some, but it saves the lives of others: I find that an oc¬ 
casional glass, taken with judgment and caution, has a very 
salutary effect in maintaining that equilibrium of the 
system, which it is always my aim to preserve; and tliis 
calm and temperate use of wine was, no doubt, what 
Homer meant to inculcate, when he said: 

Hap Se ietcai omio, ir»E»y ore avayoe. + 

SQUIRE nEADnONO. 

Good. Pass the bottle. 

(I/n morn-e silence.') 

Sir Christopher does not seem to have raised our spirits. 
Chromatic, favour us with a specimen of your vocal powers. 
Something in point. 

Mr. Chromatic, without further preface, immediately 
struck up the following 


SONO. 

In h!8 last binn Sir Pktrr lies, 

'Who knew not what it was to frown: 

Death took him mellow, by surprise. 

And in his cellar stopped him down. 

Through all our land we could not boast 
A knight more gay, more prompt than he« 

To rise ;md fill a bumper toast, 

And pass it round with three times THaaE. 

None better knew the feast to sway, 

Or keep Mirth’s boat in better trim ; 

For Nature had but little clay 
Like that of which she o^oulded him. 

The meanest guest that graced his board 
Was there the freest of the free. 

His bumper toast when Peter poured. 

And passed it round with three times three. 

* Homer is proved to have been a lover of wine by the praise he bestows 
>i{ion it. 

t A cup of Mdne at hand, to drink as Inclination prompts* 
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He kept at true good humour’s mark 
The social flow of pleasure’s tide: 

He never made a brow look dark, 

Nor causeti a tear, but when lie^died. ’ 

No sorrow round his tomb should dwell: 

More pleased his gay old ghost would be, 

For funeral song, and passing bell. 

To hear no sound but tiirkk.timea tiirkk. 

(^Hammering of knuckles and glasses, and shouts of 
Bravo !) 

MB. PA.VSOOPE. 

(Suddenly emerging from a deep reverie.) 

I have heardj with the most profound attention, every 
thing which the gentleman on the other side of the table 
has thought proper to advance on the subject of human de¬ 
terioration ; and I must take the liberty to remark, that it 
augurs a very considerable degree of presumption in any 
individual, to set hitnself up against the authority of so 
many great men, as may be marshalled in metaphysical 
phalanx under the opposite banners of the controversy ; 
such as Aristotle, Plato, the scholiast on Aristophanes, St. 
Chrysostom, St. Jerome, St. Athanasius, Orpheus, Pindar, 
Simonides, tJronovius, Hemsterhusius, Longinus, Sir 
Isaac Newton, Thomas Paine, Doctor Paley, the King of 
Prussia, the King of Poland, Cicero, Monsieur Gautier, 
Hippocrates, Machiavelli, Milton, Colley Cibber, Bojardo, 
Gregory Nazianzenus, Locke, D’Alembert, Boccaccio, 
Daniel Defoe, Erasmus, Doctor Smollett, Zimmermann, 
Solomon, Confucius, Zoroaster, and Thomas-a-Kempis. 

MB. ESCOT. 

I presume, sir, you are one of those who value an au. 
thority more than a reason. 

MR. PANSOOPE. 

The authority, sir, of all these great men, whose works, 
as well as the whole of the Encyclopedia Britannica, the 
entire series of the Monthly Review, the complete set of 
the Variorum Classics, and the Memoirs of the Academy 
of Inscriptions, I have read through from beginning to 
end, deposes, with irrefragable refutation, against your 
ratiocinative speculations, wherein you seem desirous, by 
the<^tile process of analytical dialectics, to subvert the 
‘ pyramidal structure of synthetically deduced opinions. 
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which have withstood the secular revolutions of physio¬ 
logical disquisition, and which I maintain to bo transccnd- 
entally self-evident, categorically certain, and syllogistically 
demonstrable. 

SQUIRE lIEAnLONti. 

Bravo! Pass the bottle. The very best speech that 
ev(;r was made. 


MH. KB(!OT. 

It has only the slight disadvantage of being unintelli¬ 
gible. 

lUU. MNSeOPE. 

I am not obliged, sir, as Ur. Johnson observed on a 
similar occasion, to furnish you with an understanding. 

MB. ESeOT. 

1 fear, sir, you would have some difficulty in furnishing 
me with such, an article from your own stock. 

MB. PANSeOI'E. 

’Sdeath, sir, do you question my understanding ? 

MU. ESCOT. 

I only question, sir, where I expect a reply ; which, 
from things that have no existence, I am not visionary 
enough to anticipate. 


MR. J'ANSeOPE. 

I beg leave to observe, .sir, that my language was per¬ 
fectly perspicuous, and etymologically correct; and, I 
conceive, 1 have demonstrated what I shall now take the 
liberty to say in plain terms, that all your opinions are ex. 
tremely absurd. 

JUn. KSCOT. 

I should be sorry, sir, to advance any opinion that you 
would not think absurd. 

MR. PANSCOPE. 

Death and fury, sir- 


MR. ESOOT. 

Say no more, sir. That apology is quite sufficient. 
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MB. PANSOOPB. 

Apology, sir ? 

MB. ESCOT. 

Even so, sir. You have lost your temper, which I 
consider equivalent to a confession that you have the 
worst of the argument. 

MB. PANSOOPB. 

Lightning and devils ! sir- 

SQUIBB nEAnnoNQ. 

No civil war! —Terajierance, in the name of Bacchus / 
—A glee ! a glee ! Munic has charms to bend the knotted 
oak. Sir Patrick, you'Jl join 

SIB PATBICK o’PBTSM. 

Troth, with all my heart: for, by my soul. I’m bothered 
completely. 

SQUIBB HEADUONO. 

Agreed, then : you, and I, and ('hromatic. Bumpers ! 
—bumpers! Come, strike up. 

Squire Headlong, Mr. Chromatic, and Sir Patrick 
O’Prism, each holding a bumper, immediately vociferated 
the following 


(JLEE. 

A heeltap! a heeltap! I never could liear it! 

So fill me a bumper, a bumber of claret I 

Let the Ixitlle pass freely, don’t shirk it nor spareit, ' 

For a liceltap! a heeltap! 1 never could bear it 1 

Noskylisht! no twilight 1 while Bacchus rules o’er us; 

No thinking! no shrinking! all drinking in chorus: 
lA^t U8 moisten our clay, since’t is thirsty and porous : 

No thinking! no shrinking! all drinking in chorus! 

GKAND CnOKUS. 

By Squire Headlong, Mr. Chromatic, Sir Patrick O’Prism, 
Mr. Panscope, Mr. Jenkison, Mr. Gall, Mr. Treacle, 
Mr. Nightshade, Mr. Mac haurel, Mr. Cranium, 
Mr. Milestone, and the Renercnd Doctor Gaster. 

A heeltap! a heeltap! T never could bear it! 

So fill me a bumper, a bumber of claret! 

Let the bottle pass freely, don’t shirk it nor spare it. 

For a heeltap! a heeltap! 1 never could bear it! 

*0MAA02 KAI AOmoS OPOPEI!*^ 
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The little butler now waddled in with a summons from 
the ladies to tea and coffee. The squire was unwilling to 
leave his Burgundy. ’Mr. Escot strenuously urged the 
necessity of immediate adjournment, observing, that the 
longer they continued drinking the worse they should be. 
Mr. Foster seconded the motion, declaring the transition 
from the bottle to female society to be an indisputable 
amelioration of the state of the sensitive man. Mr. Jen- 
kison allowed the squire and his two brother philosophers 
to settle the point between them, concluding that he was 
just as well in one plaa- as another. The question of ad¬ 
journment was then put, and carried by a large majority. 


CHAPTER VI. 

THE EVENING. 

Mb. Panscope, highly irritated by the cool contempt with 
which Mr. Escot had treated him, sate sipping his coffee 
and meditating revenge. He was not long in discovering 
the passion of his antagonist for the beautiful Ce]|(hslis, 
for whom he had himself a species of predilection ; and it 
was also obvious to him, that there was some lurking anger 
in the mind of her father, unfavourable to the hopes of his 
rival. The stimulus of revenge, superadded to that of 
preconceived inclination, determined him, after due deli¬ 
beration, to cut out Mr. Escot in the young lady’s favour. 
The practicability of this design he did not trouble himself 
to investigate; for the havoc he had made in the hearts of 
some silly girhs, who were extremely vulnerable to flattery, 
and who, not understanding a word he said, considered 
him a prodigious cleocr man, had impressed him' with an 
unhesitating idea of his own irresistibility. He had not 
only the requisites already specified for fascinating female 
vanity, he could likewise fiddle with tolerable dexterity, 
though by no means so quick as Mr. Chromatic (for our 
readers are of course aware that rapidity of execution, not 
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delicacy of expression, constitutes the scientific perfection 
of modern music), and could warble a fashionable love- 
ditty widi considerable afiectation of feeling: besides this, 
he W'as always extremely well dressed, and w'as heir- 
apparent to an estate of ten thousand a-year. The in¬ 
fluence which the latter consideration might have on the 
minds of the majority of his female acquaintance, whose 
morals had been formed by the novels of such writers as 
Miss Philomela Poppyseed, did not once enter into his 
calculation of his own personal attractions. Jtelying, 
therefore, on past success, he determined to nppi'nl to his 
fortum, and already, in imagination, considered himself 
sole lord and master of the affections of the beautiful 
Ccphalis. 

Mr. Escot and Mr. Foster were the only two of tlie 
party who had entered the library (to which the ladies had 
retired, and which was interior to the imisic-room) in a 
state of perfect sobriety. Mr. Escot had jdaced himself 
next to the beautiful Ce])halis: Mr. Cranium had laid 
aside much of the terror 6f his frown ; the short craniolo- 
gical conversation, which had passed between him and Mr. 
Escot, had softened his heart in his favour; and the co¬ 
pious libations of Eurguudy in which he had indidged had 
smoothed his brow into unusual serenity. 

Mr. Foster placed himself near the lovely Caj)rioletta, 
whose artless and innocent conversation had already made 
an impression on his susceptible spirit. 

The Reverend Doctor (raster seated himself in the 
corner of a sofa near Miss J’hilomela Poppyseed. Miss 
Philomela detailed to him the plan of a very moral and 
aristocratical novel she was preparing for the press, and 
continued holding forth, with her eyes half shut, till a 
long-drawn nasal tone from the reverend divine compelled 
her suddenly to open them in all the indignation of sur¬ 
prise. The cessation of the hum of her voice awakened 
the reverend gentleman, who, lifting up first one eyelid, 
then the other, articulated, or rather murmured, “Admi¬ 
rably planned, indeed! ” 

"i have not quite finished, sir,” said Miss Philomela, 
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bridling. '‘Will you have the goodness to inform me 
where I left off ? ” 

The doctor hummed a while, and at length answered: 
" I think you had just laid it down as a position, that a 
thousand a-year is an indispensable ingredient in the 
passion of love, and that no man, who is not so far gifted 
by nature, can reasonably presume to feel that passion 
himself, or be correctly the object of it with a well-educated 
female.” 

“ That, sir,” said Miss Philomela, highly incensed, “is 
the fundamental principle which I lay down in the first 
chapter, and which the whole four volumes, of which I 
detailed to you the outline, are intended to set in a strong 
practical light.” 

“ IJless me ! ” said the doctor, “ what a nap I must have 
had ! ” 

Miss Philomela flung aw.ay to the side • of her dear 
friends fiall and Treacle, under whose fostering patronage 
she had been puffed into an extensive reputation, much to 
the advantage of the young ladies of the age, whom she 
taught to consider themselves as a sort of commodity, to be 
put up at public auction, and knocked down to the highest 
bidder. Mr. Nightshade and Mr. Mac Laurel joined the 
trio; and it was secretly resolved, that Miss Philomela 
should furnish them with a portion of her manuscripts, and 
that Messieurs Gall and Co. should devote the following 
morning to cutting and drying a critique on a work calcu¬ 
lated to prove so extensively beneficial, that Mr. Gall pro¬ 
tested he really envied the writer. 

While this amiable and enlightened quintette were 
busily entployed in flattering one another, Mr. Cranium 
retired to complete the preparations he had begun in the 
morning for a lecture, with which he intended, on some 
future evening, to favour the company: Sir Patrick 
0’Pri.sm walked out into the grounds to study the effect 
of moonlight on the snow.clad mountains: Mr. Foster 
and Mr. Escot continued to make love, and Mr. Panscope 
to digest his plan of attack on the heart of Miss Cepbalis: 
Mr. Jenkison sate by the fire, reading Much Ado about 
Nothing: the Reverend Doctor Gaster was still enjoying 
u 
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the benefit of Miss Philomela s opiate, and serenading the 
company from his solitary corner: Mr. Chromatic was 
leading music, and occasionally humming a note: and Mr. 
Milestone had produced his portfolio for the edification and 
amusement of Miss Tenorina, Miss Graziosa, and Squire 
Headlong, to whom he was pointing out the various beau¬ 
ties of his plan for Lord Littlebrain’s part. 

3in. MILESTONE. 

This, you perceive, is tlie natural state of one part of 
the grounds. Here is a wood, never yet touched by the 
finger of taste ; thick, intricate, and gloomy. IJcfe is a 
little stream, dashing from stone to stone, and overshadowed 
with these untrimroed boughs. 

MISS TENOniNA. 

'I'hc sweet romantic spot! How beautifully tlic birds 
must sing there on a summer evening! 

3IISS GRAZIOSA. 

Dear sister! how can you endure the horrid thicket ? 

MR. SllI.ESTONE. 

You are right, Miss Graziosa: your taste is correct — 
perfectly cn n'ffle. Now, here is the same place corrected 
— trimmed — polislicd — decorated — adorned. Here 
sweeps a plantation, in that beautiful regular curve: there 
winds a gravel walk : here are parts of the old wood, left 
in these majestic circular clumps, disposed at equal dis¬ 
tances with wonderful symmetry: there are some single 
shrubs scattered in elegant profusion: here a Portugal 
laurel, there a juniper; here a lauristinus, there a spruce 
fir; here a larch, there a lilac; here a rhododendron, there 
an arbutus. The stream, you see, is become a canal; the 
banks are perfectly .smooth and green, sloping to the 
water’s edge: and there is Lord Littlebrain, rowing in an 
elegant boat. 

SQUIRE HEADLONG. 

Magical, faith! 

MR. MILESTONE. 

Here is another part of the grounds in its natural state. 
Here 7s a large rock, with the mountain-ash rooted in its 
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fissures, overgrown, as you see, with ivy and moss; and 
from this part of it bursts a little fountain, that tuns 
bubbling down its rugged sides. 

MISS TENORINA. 

O how beautiful ! How 1 should love the melody of 
that miniature cascade ! 

MB. MJI.ESTONE. 

Beautiful, Miss Tenorina! Hideous. Base, common, 
and popular. Such a thing as you may see anywhere, in 
wild and mountainous districts. Now, observe the meta¬ 
morphosis. Here is the same rock, cut into the shape of 
a giant. In one hand he holds a horn, tlirough which 
that little fountain is thrown to a prodigious elevation. In 
the other is a ponderous stone, so exactly balanced as to be 
apparently ready to fall on tlie head of any person who 
may liappcn to be beneath * : and there is Lord Littlebrain 
walking under it. 

Sai'IRB HEADLONG. 

Miraculous, by Mahomet! 

MR. MtLESTONE. 

This is the'summit of a hill, covered, as you perceive, 
with wood, and with those mossy stones scattered at 
random under the trees. 

MISS TENORINA. 

What a delightful spot to read in, on a summer’s day ! 
The air must be so pure, and the wind must sound so 
divinely in the tops of those old pines 1 

MR. MILESTONE. 

Bad taste,. Miss Tenorina. Bad taste, I assure you. 
Here is the spot improved. The trees are cut down: the 
stones arc cleared away: this is an octagonal pavilion, 
exactly on the centre of the summit: and there you see 
Lord Littlebrain, on tlie top of the pavilion, enjoying the 
prospect with a telescope. 

SUUIRE HEADLONG. 

Glorious, egad 1 

• See Knight on Tute. 

D 2 



36 


HEADLONG BALL. 


MH. MILESTONE. 

Here is a rugged mountainous ^ road, leading through 
impervious shades: the ass and the four goats characterise 
a wild uncultured scene. Here, as you perceive, it is 
totally changed into 'a beautiful gravel-road, gracefully 
curving through a belt of limes: and there is Lord Little- 
brain driving four-in-hand. 

SQUIUE HEADLONG. 

Egregious, by Jupiter! 

MR. MILESTONE. 

Here is Littlebrain Castle, a Gothic, moss-grown struc¬ 
ture, half-bosomed in trees. Near the casement of that 
turret is an owl peeping from the ivy. 

SQUIRE HEADLONG. 

And devilish wise he looks. 

MR. MILESTONE. 

Here is the new house, without a tree near it, standing 
in the midst of an undulating lawn : a white, polished, an¬ 
gular building, reflected to a nicety in this waveless lake: 
and there you see lord Littlebrain looking out of the 
window. 

SQUIRE HEADLONG. 

And devilish wise he looks too. You shall cut me a 
giant before you go. 

MR. MILESTONE. 

Good. I ’ll order down my little corps of pioneers. 

During this conversation, a hot dispute had arisen be¬ 
tween Messieurs Gall and Nightshade ; the latter pertina¬ 
ciously insisting on having his n.ew poem reviewed by Treacle, 
who be know would extol it most loftily, and’ not by Gall, 
whose sarcastic commendation he held in superlative horror. 
The remonstrances of Squire Headlong silenced the dis¬ 
putants, but did not mollify the inflexible Gall, nor appease 
the irritated Nightshade, who secretly resolved that, on his 
return to London, he would beat his drum in Grub Street, 
fgrm a -mastigophorlc corps of his own, and hoist the 
standiard of determined opposition againat this critical 
Napoleon. 



THE WALK. 


37 


Sir Patrick O’Prism now entered, and, after some rap¬ 
turous exclamations on the effect of the mountain-moonlight, 
entreated that one of the young ladies would favotir him with 
a song. Miss Tenorina and Miss Graziosa now enchanted 
the company with some very scientific compositions, which, 
as usual, excited admiration arxl astonishment in every one, 
without a single particle of gen uine pleasure. The beautiful 
Cephalis being then summoned to take her station at 
the harp, sang with feeling and simplicity the following 
air: — 


LOVE AND OPPORTUNITY. 

Oh I who art thou, so swiftly flying ? 

Aly name is Love, the child replied : 

Swirter I pass than south-winds sighing, 

()r streams, through summer vales that glide. 

And who art thou, his flight pursuing ? 

’T is cold Neglect whom now you see: 

The little god you there are viewing, 

Will die, if once he’s touched by mo. 

* Oh ! who art thou so fast proceeding. 

Ne’er glancing back thine eyes of flame ? 

Marked but by few, through earth 1 ’m speeding. 

And Op)»ortunity ’s'my name. 

What foi m is that, which scowls beside thee ? 

Hepentance is the form you see: 

Ltiarn then, the fate may yet betide thee: 

She seizes liiem who seize not me. 

The little butler now appeared with a summons to 
supper, shortly after which 'the party dispersed for the 
night. 


CHAPTER Vll. 

THE WALK. 

It was an old custom in Headlong Hall to have breakfast 
ready at eight, and continue it till two; that the various 
guests might rise at their own hour, breakfast when they 
came down, and employ the morning as they thought pro¬ 
per ; the squire only expecting that they should punctually 
assemble at dinner. During the whole of tliis period, the 

• TliiB stanza is imitated from MaeI)iavcUi*s Capitolo deW Occasione. 

» 3 
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little butler stood sentinel at a side-table near the fire, 
copiously furnished with all the apparatus of tea, coffee, 
chocolate, mUk, cream, eggs, rolls; toast, muffins, bread, 
butter, potted beef, cold fowl and partridge, ham, tongue, 
and anchovy. The Reverend Doctor Gaster found himself 
rather queasy in the morning, therefore preferred breakfast¬ 
ing in bed, on a mug of buttered ale and an anchovy toast. 
The three philosophers made their appearance at eight, 
and enjoyed ks prcmiees des depouilles. Mr. Foster pro¬ 
posed that, as it was a fine frosty morning, and they were 
M good pedestrians, they should take a walk to Tremadoc, 
to see the improvements carrying on in that vicinity. This 
being readily acceded to, they began their walk. 

After their departure, appeared Squire Headlong and 
Mr. Milestone, who agreed, over their muffin and partridge, 
to walk together to a ruined tower, within the precincts-of 
the squire’s grounds, which Mr. Milestone thought he could 
improve. 

The other guests dropped in by one’s and two's, and made 
their respective arrangements for the morning. Mr. Pan¬ 
scope took a little ramble with Mr. Cranium, in the course 
of which, the former professed a great entluisiasm for the 
science of craniology, and a great deal of love for the 
beautiful Cephalis, adding a few words about his expect¬ 
ations : the old gentleman was unable to withstand this 
triple battery, and it was accordingly determined — after 
the manner of the heroic age, in which it was deemed 
superfluous to consult the opinions and feelings of the lady, 
as to the manner in which she should be disposed of—that 
the lovely Miss Cranium should be made the happy bride of 
the accomplished Mr. Panscope. We shall leave them for 
the present to settle preliminaries, .while we accompany the 
three philosophers in their walk to Tremadoc. 

The vale contracted as they advanced, and, when they 
had passed the termination of the lake, their road wound 
along a narrow and romantic pass, through the middle of 
which an impetuous torrent dashed over vast fragments of 
stone. The pass was bordered on both sides by per¬ 
pendicular rocks, broken into the wildest forms of fantastic 
magnificence. 
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“ These ire, indeed,” said Mr. Escot, " eonfracti mundi 
rudera*;” yet they must be feeble images of the valleys 
of the Andes, where thb philosophic eye may contemplate, 
in their utmost extent, the effects of that tremendous con¬ 
vulsion which destroyed the perpendicularity of the poles, 
and inundated this globe with that torrent of physical evil, 
from which the greater torrent of moral evil has issued, 
that will continue to roll on, with an expansive power and 
an accelerated impetus, till the whole human race shall be 
swept away in its vortex.” 

The precession of the equinoxes ” sait! Mr. Foster, 
“ will gradually ameliorate the physical state of our planet, 
till the ecliptic shall again coincide with the equator, and 
the equal diffusion of light and heat over the whole surface 
of the earth typify the equal and happy existence of man, 
who will then have attained the final step of pure and per¬ 
fect intelligence.” 

It is by no means clear,” said Mr. Jenkison, “ that the 
axis of the earth was ever perpendicular to the plane of its 
orbit, or that it ever will be so. Explosion and convulsion 
are necessary to the maintenance of either hypothesis : for 
La Place has demonstrated, that the precession of the 
equinoxes is only a secular equation of a very long period, 
which, of course, proves nothing either on one side or the 
other.” 

They now emerged, by a winding ascent, from the vale 
of Llanberris, and after some little time arrived at Bedd 
Gelert. Proceeding through the sublimely romantic pass 
of Al)erglaslynn, their road led along tile edge of Traeth 
Mawr, a vast arm of the sea, which they then beheld in all 
the magnificence of the flowing tide. Another five miles 
brought them to the embankment, which has since been 
completed, and which, by connecting the two counties of 
Meirionnydd and Caernarvon, excludes the sea from an 
extensive tract. The embankment, which was carried on 
at the same time from both the opposite coasts, was then 
very nearly meeting in the centre. They walked to the 
extremity of that part of it which was thrown out from the 
Caernarvonshire shore. The tide was now. ebbing; it 

* Fragments of a demolished world. 
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had filled the vast basin within, forming a lake about five 
miles in length and more than one in breadth. As they 
looked upwards with their backs “to the open sea, they 
beheld a scene which no other in this country can parallel, 
and which the admirers of the magnificence of nature will 
ever remember with regret, whatever consolation may be 
derived from the probable utility of the works which have 
excluded the waters from their ancient receptacle. Vast 
rocks and precipices, intersected with little torrents, formed 
the barrier on the left: on the right, the triple summit of 
Moelwyn reared its majestic boundary : in the depth was 
that sea of mountains, the wild and stormy outline of the 
Snowdonian chain, with the giant Wyddfa towering in the 
midst. The mountain-frame remains unchanged, un¬ 
changeable ; btit the liquid mirror it enclosed is gone. 

The tide ebbed with rapidity : the waters within, retained 
by the embankment, poured through its two points an impe¬ 
tuous cataract, curling and boiling in innumerable eddies, 
andmakitig a tumultuous melody admirably in unison with 
the surrounding sa-ne. The tliree philosophers looked on 
in silence; and at length unwillingly turned away, and pro¬ 
ceeded to the little town of Tremadoc, which is built on 
land recovered in a similar manner from the sea. After 
inspecting the manufactories, and refreshing themselves at 
the inn on a cold saddle of mutton and a bottle of sherry, 
they retraced their steps towards Headlong Hall, com¬ 
menting as they went on the various objects they had seen. 

Mn. ESOOT. 

I regret that time did not allow ns to see the caves on 
the sea-shore. There is one of which the depth is said to 
be unknown. There is a tradition in the country, that an 
adventurous fiddler once resolved to explore it ; that he 
entereil, and never returned ; but that the subterranean 
sound of a fiddle was heard at a farm-house seven miles 
inland. It is, therefore, concluded tliat he lost his way in 
the labyrinth of caverns, supposed to exist under the rocky 
soil of this part of the country. 

■ MR. JENKISON. 

A'supposition that must always remain in force, unless 
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a second fiddler, equally adventurous and more successful, 
should return with ah accurate report of the true state of 
the fact. 


MR. FOSTER. 

What think you of the little colony we have just been 
inspecting ; a city, as it were, in its cradle } 

MB. F.SCOT. 

With all the weakness of infancy, and all tlie vices of 
maturer age. I confess, the sight of those manufactories, 
which have suddenly sj.rung up, like fungous excrescences, 
in the bosom of these wild and desolate scenes, impressed 
me with as much horror and amazement as the sudden 
appearance of the stocking manufactory struck into the 
mind of Jlousseau,' when, in a lonely valley of the Alps, he 
had just congratulated himself on finding a spot where man 
had never been. 


MR. FOSTER. 

The manufacturing system is not yet purified from some 
evils which necessarily attend it, but which 1 conceive are 
greatly overbalanced by their concomitant advantages. 
Contemplate the vast sum of human industry to which this 
system so essentially contributes; seas covered with vessels, 
ports resounding with life, irrofound researches, scientific 
inventions, complicated mechanism, canals carried over 
deep valleys ami thrnugh the bosoms of hills : employment 
and existence thus given to innumerable families, and the 
multiplied comforts and conveniences of life diffused over 
the whole community. 

MR. ES(30T. 

You present to me a complicated picture of artificial life, 
and require roe to admire it. Seas covered with vessels: 
every one of which contains two or three tyrants, and from 
fifty to a thousand slaves, ignorant, gross, perverted, and 
active only in mischief. Ports resounding with life : in 
other words, with noise and drunkenness, the mingled din 
of avarice, interaj)erance, and prostitution. Profound re¬ 
searches, scientific inventions : to what end To contract 
the sura of human wants ? to teach the art of living on a 
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little ? to disseminate independence, liberty, and health ? 
No; to multiply factidous desires,, to stimulate depraved 
appetites, to invent unnatural vpants, to heap up incense on 
the shrine of luxury, and accumulate expedients of selfish 
and ruinous, profusion. Complicated machinery: behold 
its blessings. Twenty years ago, at the door of every 
cottage sate the good woman with her spinning-wheel: 
the children, if not more profitably employed than in gather¬ 
ing heath and sticks, at least laid in a stock of health and 
strength to sustain the labours of maturer years. Where 
is the spinning-wheel now, and every simple and insulated 
occupation of the industrious cottager.? Wherever this 
boasted machinery is estabh'shed, the’ children of the poor 
are death-doomed from their cradles. Look for one mo¬ 
ment at midnight into a cotton-mill, amidst the smell of 
oil, the smoke of lamps, the rattling of wheels, the dizzy 
and complicated motions of diabolical mechanism : contem¬ 
plate the little human machines that keep play with the 
revolutions of the iron work, robbed at that hour of their 
natural rest, as of air and exercise by day: observe their 
pale and ghastly features, more ghastly in that baleful and 
malignant light, and tell me if you do not fancy yourself on 
the threshold of Virgil’s hell, where 

Continub auditiB vocefi, vagitus ot ingontt, 

Jnfanturfiquc animte JU^tes^ in limine prmio, 

Qiios (htlcis vita exsorie$, et ab uborc raptos, 

AbxtulH atra (Hext (it funkkg mcusit Acciiao! 

As Mr. Kscot said this, a little rosy-cheeked girl, with a 
basket of heath on her head, came tripping down the side 
of one of the rocks on the left. The force of contrast 
struck even on the phlegmatic spirit of Mr. Jenkison, and 
he almost inclined for a moment to the doctrine of deterior¬ 
ation. Mr. Escot continued: 

“ Nor is the lot of the parents more enviable. Sedentary 
victims of unhealthy toil, they have neither the corporeal 
energy of the savage, nor the mental acquisitions of the 
civilised man. Mind, indeed, they have none, and scarcely 
anim4 life. They are mere automata, component parts of 
the enormous machines which administer to the- pampered 
appetites of the few, who consider themselves the most 
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valuable portion of a state, because they consume in indo¬ 
lence the fruits of the «8r^, and contribute nothing to the 
benefit of the community. 

MR. JENKISON. 

‘ That these are evils cannot be denied; but they have 
their counterbalancing advantages. That a man should 
pass the day in a furnace and the night in a cellar, is bad 
tor the individual, but good for others who enjoy the benefit 
of his labour. 


MR. Escor. 

By what right do they so ? 

MR. JENKISOV. 

By the right of all property and all possession: le droit 
du plus fort. 

MR. ESCOT. 

Do you justify diat principle ? 

MR. .TENKISON. 

I neither justify nor condemn it. It is practically re¬ 
cognised in all societies; and, though it is certainly the 
source of enormous evil, I conceive it is also the source of 
abundant good, or it would not have so many supporters. 

MR. ESCOT. 

That is by no means a consequence. Do we not every day 
see men supporting the most enormous evils, which they 
know to be so with respect to others, and which in reality 
are so with respect to themselves, though an erroneous 
view of their own miserable self-interest induces them to 
think otherwise } 


MR. JENKISON. 

Good and evil exist only as they are perceived. I can¬ 
not therefore understand, how that which a man perceives 
to be good can be in reality an evil to him,: indeed, the 
word reality only signifies strong belief. 

MR. ESCOT. 

The views of such a man I contend are false. If he 
could be made to see file truth- 
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MB. JENKtSON. 

He sees his own truth. Trutlj is that which a man 
troweth. Where there is no man there is no truth. Thus 
the truth of one is not the truth of another.* 
mn. EscoT. 

I am aware of the etymology; but I contend that there 
is an universal and immutable truth, deducible from the 
nature of things. 

MB. JENKISON. 

By whom deducible? l’hiloso])hers have investigated 
the nature of things for centuries, yet no two of them will 
agree in trowing the same conclusion. 

MB. FOSTER. 

The progress of philosophical investigation, and the 
rapidly increasing accuracy of human knowledge, approxi¬ 
mate by degrees the diversities of opinion ; so that, in pro¬ 
cess of time, moral science will be susceptible of mathema¬ 
tical demonstration ; and, clear and indisputable principles 
being universally recognised, the coincidence of deduction 
will necessarily follow. 

MU. ESCOT. 

Possibly, when the inroads of luxury and disease shall 
have exterminated nine hundred and ninety-nine thousand 
nine hundred and ninety-nine of every million of the 
human race, the remaining fractional units may congregate 
into one point, and come to something like the same 
conclusion. 

MB. JENKISON. 

I doubt it much. 1 conceive, if only we three were 
survivors of the whole system of terrestrial being, we slrould 
never agree in cur decisions as to the cause of the calamity. 

MR. ESCOT. 

Be that as it may, I think you must at least assent to 
tlic following positions : that Ac many are sacrificed to the 
few; that ninety.nine in a hundred are occupied in a per¬ 
petual struggle for the preservation of a perilous and pre- 
carious‘*existence, while the remaining one wallows in all 
• Tooke’s DiverBions of hurley. 
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the redundancies of luxury that can he wrung from their 
labours and privations ; that luxury and liberty are incom¬ 
patible; and that every* new want you invent for civilised 
man is a new instrument of torture for him who cannot 
indulge it. 

• They had now regained the shores of the lake, when the 
conversation was suddenly interrupted by a tremendous 
explosion, followed by a violent splashing of water, and 
various sounds of tumult and confusion, which induced 
them to quicken their pace towards the spot whence they 
proceeded. 


CHAPTER Vlll. 


THE TOWER. 

In all the thoughts, words, and actions of Squire Headlong, 
there was a remarkable alacrity of progression, which almost 
annihilated the interval between conception and execution. 
He was utterly regardless of obstacles, and seemed to have 
expunged their very name from his vocabulary.' His 
designs were never nipped in their infancy by the ^qntem- 
plation of those trivial difficulties which often turn awry 
the current of enterprise; and, though the rapidity't^f.his 
movements was sometimes arrested by a more fomjidable 
barrier, either naturally existing in the pursuit he had 
undertaken, or created by his own impetuosity, he seldom 
failed to succeed either in knocking it down or cutting his 
way through it. He had little idea of gradation : he saw 
no interval between the first step and the last, but pounced 
upon his object with the impetus of a mountain cataract. 
This rapidity of movement, indeed, subjected him to some 
disasters which cooler spirits would have escaped. He was 
an excellent sportsman,.and almost always killed his game; 
but now and then he killed his dog.* Rocks, streams, 

* Some reader^ will, {Kirhaps, recollect the Archbishop of Prague, who also 
was an excellent sportsman, and who. 

Com’ era scritto in^certi suo! giornali, ; 

Uceso avea con Ic sue proprie mant 
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hedges^ gates, and ditches, were objects of no account in his 
estimation; though a dislocated shoulder, several severe 
bruises, and two or three narrow 'escapes for his neck, 
might have been expected to teach him a certain degree of 
caution in effecting his transitions. lie was so singularly 
alert in climbing precipices and traversing torrents, that, 
when he went out on a shooting party, he was very soon 
left to continueTiis sport alone, for he was sure to dash up 
or down some nearly perpendicular path, where no one else 
had either ability or inclination to follow. He had a 
pleasure boat on the lake, which he steered with amazing 
dexterity ; but as he always indulged himself in the utmost 
possible latitude of sail, he was occasionally upset by a 
sudden gust, and was indebted to his skill in the art of 
swimming for the opportunity of tempering with a copious 
libation of wine the unnatural frigidity introduced into his 
stomach by the extraordinary intrusion of water, an element 
which he had religiously determined should never pass his 
lips, but of which, on these occasions, he was sometimes 
compelled to swallow no inconsiderable quantity. This 
circumstance alone, of the various disasters that befel him, 
occasioned him any permanent affliction, and he accordingly 
noted the day in his pocket book as a dies nefasUis, with 
this sijnple abstract, and brief chronicle of the calamity: 
Mem. Swallowed two or three pints of water: without any 
notip^ whatever of• the concomitant circumstances. These 
days, of which there were several, were set ap^t in Head¬ 
long Hall for the purpose of anniversary expiation; and, 
as often as the day returned on which the squire had 
swallowed water, he not only made a point of swallowing a 
treble allowance of wine himself, but imposed a heavy 
mulct on every one of his servants who should be detected 
in a state of sobriety after sunset: but their conduct on 
these occasions was so uniformly exemplary, that no instance 
of the infliction of the penalty appears on record. 


Un numero infinito d’animali: 
Cinquemila con quindici fagiaiii, 
Seimila Icpri, ottantatri cignali, 

E per disgrazia, ancor tredici cant, &c. 
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The squire and Mr. Milestone, as we have already said, 
had set out immediately after breakfast to examine the 
capabilities of the scenery. The object that most attracted 
Mr. Milestone’s admiration was a ruined tower on a pro¬ 
jecting point of rock, almost totally overgrown with ivy. 
This ivy, Mr. Milestone observed, required trimming and 
clearing in various parts: a little pointing and polishing 
was also necessary for the dilapidated walls^ and the whole 
effect would be materially increased by a plantation of 
spruce fir, interspersed with cypress and juniper, the 
present rugged and broken ascent from the land side being 
first converted into a beautiful slope, which might be easily 
effected by blowing up a part of the rock with gunpowder, 
laying on a quantity of fine mould, and covering the whole 
with an elegant stratum of turf. 

Squire Headlong caught with avidity at this suggestion ; 
and, as he had always a store of gunpowder in the house, for 
the accommodation of himself and his shouting visitors, and 
for the supply of a small battery of cannon, which he 
kept for his private amusement, he insisted on commencing 
operations immediately. Accordingly, he bounded back to 
the house, and very speedily returned, accompanied by the 
little butler, and half a dozen servants and labourers, with 
pickaxes and gunpowder, a hanging stove and a poker, to¬ 
gether with a basket of cold meat and two or three bottles 
of Madeira: for the Squire thought, with many others, 
that a copious supply of provision is a very necessary in¬ 
gredient in all rural amusements. 

Mr. Milestone superintended the proceedings. The rock 
was excavated, the powder introduced, Uie apertures strongly 
blockaded with fragments of stone : a long train was laid 
to a spot which Mr. Milestone fixed on as sufficiently re¬ 
mote from the j)ossibility of harm : the Squire seized the 
poker, and, after flourishing it in the air with a degree of 
dexterity which induced the rest of the party to leave him 
in solitary possession of an extensive circumference, applied 
the end of it to the train ; and the rapidly communicated 
ignition ran hissing along the surface of the soil. 

At this critical moment, Mr. Cranium and Mr. Panscope 
appeared at the top of the tower, which, unseeing and uii- 
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seen, they had ascended on the opposite side to that where 
the Squire and Mr. Milestone were conducting their oper¬ 
ations. Their sudden appearance a little dismayed the 
Squire, who, however, comforted himself with the reflection, 
that the tower was perfectly safe, or at least was intended 
to be so, and that his friends were in no probable danger 
but of a knock on the head from a flying fragment of stone. 

The succession of these thoughts in the mind of the 
Squire was commensurate in rapidity to the progress of 
the ignition, which having reached its extremity, the ex¬ 
plosion took place, and the sliattered rock was hurled into 
the air in the midst of fire and smoke. 

Mr. Milestone had properly calculated the force of the 
explosion; for the tower remained untouched : but the 
Squire, in his consolatory reflections, had omitted the con¬ 
sideration of the influence of sudden fear, which had so 
violent an effect on Mr. Cranium, who was just commencing 
a speech concerning the very fine prospect from the top of 
the tower, that, cutting short the thread of his observations, 
he bounded, under the elastic influence of terror, several 
feet into the air. His ascent being unluckily a little out of 
the perpendicular, he descended with a proportionate,curve 
from the apex of his projection, and alighted, not on the 
wall of the tower, but in an ivy-bush by its side, which, 
giving way beneath him, transferred him to a tuft of hazel 
at its base, which, after upholding him an instant, con¬ 
signed him to the boughs of an aish that had rooted itself 
in a fissure about half way down the rock, which finally 
transmitted him to the waters below. 

Squire Headlong anxiously watched the tower as the 
smoke which at first enveloped it rolled away ; but when 
this shadowy curtain was withdrawn, and Mr. I’anscope 
was discovered, soliu, in a tragical attitude, his apprehensions 
became boundless, and he concluded that the unlucky col¬ 
lision of a flying fragment of rock had indeed emancii)ated 
the spirit of the craniologist from its terrestrial bondage. 

Mr. Escot had considerably outstripped his companions 
and arri^d at the scene of the disaster just as Mr. Cranium, 
being^tterly destitute of natatorial skill, was in imminent 
danger of final submersion. The deteriorationist, who had 
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cultivated this valuable art with great success, immediately 
plunged in to his assistance, and brought him alive and in 
safety to a shelving part«of the shore. Their landing was 
hailed with a view-hoUa from the delighted Squire, who, 
shaking them both heartily by the hand, and making ten 
thousand lame apologies to Mr. Cranium, concluded by 
asking, in a pathetic tone. How much water he had swal¬ 
lowed ?■ and without waiting for his answer, filled a large 
tumbler with Madeira, and insisted on his tossing it off, 
which W'as no sooner said than done. Mr. Jenkison 
and Mr. Foster now made their appearance. Mr. I’anscope 
descended the tower, which he vowed never again to ap¬ 
proach within a quarter of mile. The tumbler of Madeira 
was re]denished, and handed round to recruit the .spirits of 
the party, which now began to move towards Headlong 
Hall, the Squire capering for joy in the van, and the little 
fat butler waddling in the rear. 

The Squire took care that Mr. Cranium should be seated 
next to him at dinner, and ]died him so hard with Madeira 
to prevent him, as he said, from taking cold, that long be¬ 
fore the ladies sent in their summons to cofi'ee, every organ 
in his brain was in a complete state of revolution, and the 
Squire was under the necessity of ringing for three or four 
servants to carry him to Ix'd, observing, with a smile of 
great satisfaction, that he was in a very excellent way for 
escaping any ill consequences that might have re.sulted from 
his accident. 

The beautiful Ceplialis, being thus freed from his sur- 
vaillnnee, was enabled, during the course of the evening, to 
(levelope to his preserver the full extent of her gratitude. 


CHAPTER IX. 


THE SEXTON. 

Mb. Escot passed a sleepless night, the ordinary effect of 
love, according to some amatory poets, who seem to have 

E 
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composed their whining ditties for the benevolent purpose 
of bestowing on others that gentle slumber of which they 
so pathetically lament the privation. The deteriorationist 
entered into a profound moral soliloquyj in which he first 
examined whether a phihsyther ought to he in love ? Having 
decided this point affirmatively against Plato]]and Lucretius, 
he next examined, whether that passion ought to have the 
effect of keeping a philosopher awake ? Having decided 
this negatively, he resolved to go to sleep immediately : not 
being able to accomplish this to his satisfaction, he tossed 
and tumbled, like Achilles or Orlando, first on one side, 
then on the other; repeated to himself several hundred lines 
of poetry ; counted a thousand; began again, and counted 
another thousand: in vain : the beautiful Cephalis was the 
predominantimage in all his soliloquies, in all his repetitions: 
even in the numerical process from which he sought relief, 
he did but associate the idea of number with that of his 
dear tormentor, till she appeared to his mind’s eye in a 
thousand similitudes, distinct, not different. These thou¬ 
sand images, indeed, were but one; and yet the one was a 
thousand, a sort of uni-multiplex phantasma, which will be 
very intelligible to some understandings. 

He arose with the first peep of day, and sallied forth to 
enjoy the balmy breeze of morning, which any but a lover 
might have thought too cool; for it was an intense frost, 
the sun had not risen, and the wind was rather fresh from 
north-east and by north. But a lover, who, like Ladurlad 
in the curse of Kehama, always has, or at least is supposed 
to have, “ a fire in his heart and a fire in his brain,” feels 
a w'intry breeze from N. E. and by N. steal over his cheek 
like the south over a bank of violets: therefore, on walked 
the philosopher, with his coat unbuttoned and his hat in 
his hand, careless of whither he went, till he found himself 
near the enclosure of a little mountain-chapel. Passing 
through the wicket, and stepping over two or three graves, 
he stood on a rustic tombstone, and peeped through the 
chapel window, examining the interior with as much cu¬ 
riosity as if he had “ forgotten what the inside of a church 
was made of," which, it is rather to be feared, was the case. 
Before him and beneath him were the font, the altar, and 
the grave; which gave rise to a train of moral reflections on 
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the three great epochs in the course of the fmtJierhsu Uped ,— 
birth, marriage, and death. The middle stage of the process 
arrested his attention ; and his imagination placed before him 
several figures, which he thought, with the addition of his 
own, would make a very picturesque group ; the beautiful 
Cephalis, “arrayed in her bridal apparel of white;” her 
friend Caprioletta officiating as bridemaid ; Mr. Cranium 
giving her away ; and, last not least, the Reverend Doctor 
Gaster, intoning the marriage ceremony with the regular 
orthodox allowance of nasal recitative. Whilst he was 
feasting his eyes on this imaginary picture, the demon of 
mistrust insinuated himself into the storehouse of his con¬ 
ceptions, and, removing his figure from the group, substi¬ 
tuted tliat of Mr. Panscope, which gave such a violent 
shock to his feelings, that he suddenly exclaimed, with an 
extraordinary elevation of voice, Oi/aci KaxoSai/awv, xai rpi? 
KaKoSaiperyv, xett rsrpaxi;, xat ■nrtj'TaK*,', xat xat 

fxvpiaxif ! * to the great terror of the sexton, who was just 
entering the churchyard, and, not knowing from whence 
the voice proceeded, peum que fat un diahkteau. The 
sight of the philosopher dispelled his apprehensions, when, 
growing suddenly valiant, he immediately addressed him:— 
“ Cot pless your honour, I should n’t have thought of 
meeting any pody here at this time of the morning, except, 
look you, it was the tevil—who, to pe sure, toes hot often 
come upon consecrated cround—put for all that, I think I 
have seen him now and then, in former lays, when old 
Nanny Llwyd of I.lyn-isa was living—Cot teliver us! a 
terriple old witcli to pe sure she was—1 tid n’t much 
like tigging her crave — put 1 prought two cocks with me 
— the tevii hates cocks — and tied them py the leg on two 
tombstones — and 1 tug, and the cocks crowed, and the 
tevil kept at a tistance. ’Fo pe sure now, if I had n’t peon 

very prave py nature—as 1 ought to pe truly — for my 
father was Owen Ap-Llwyd Ap-(iryffydd Ap-Shenkin Ap- 
M illiams Ap-'Fhomas Ap-Morgan Ap-Parry Ap-Evan 
Ap-Rhys, a coot preacher and a lover of cwrw t— I 

♦ Mo miserable; and thrice miserable! and four times, and five times^ 
and twelve times, and ten thousand times miserable! 

t Pronounced cooroo—> the Welsli woid for ale, 

G 2 
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should have thoup;ht just now pefore I saw your honour, 
that the foice I heard was die tevil’s calling Nanny Llwyd 
—Cot pless us! to pe sure she slmuld have k'cn puried in 
the middle of the river, where the tevil can’t come, as your 
honour fery well knows.” 

I am perfectly aware of it,” said Mr. Escot. 

“True, true,” continued the sexton; “jiut to pe sure, 
Owen Thomas of Morfa-Bach will have it that one sum¬ 
mer evening — when he went over to Cwm Cynfael in 
Meirionnydd, apout some cattles he wanted to puy — he 
saw a strange figure — pless us ! — with five horns ! — 
Cot save us! sitting on IJugh Llwyd’s pulpit, which, your 
honour fery well knows, is a jiig rock in the middle of the 
river-” 

“ Of course he was mistaken,” said Mr. Escot. 

“ To pe sure he was,” said the sexton. “ For there is 
no toubt put the tevil, when Owen Thomas saw him, must 
have peen sitting on a piece of rock in a straight line from 
him on the otlicr side of the river, where he used to sit, 
look you, for a whole summer’s tay, while Hugh Llwyd 
was on his pulpit, and there they used to talk across the 
water! for Hugh Llwyd, please your honour, never raised 
the tevil exce|)t when he was safe in the middle of the 
river, whith jiroves that Owen 'riiomas, in his fright, 
did n’t pay proper attention to the exact spot where the 
tevil was.” 

The sexton concluded his speech with an a]>j)roving 
smile at his own sagacity, in so luminously expounding the 
nature of < )wen 'fhomas’s mistake. 

“ 1 perceive,” said Mr. Escot, “ you have a very deep 
insight into things, and can, therefore, jierhaps, facilitate 
the resolution of a question, concerning which, though I 
have little doubt on the subject, 1 am desirous of obtaining 
the most extensive and accurate information.” 

The sexton scratched his head, the language of Mr. 
Escot not being to his apprehension quite so luminous as 
his own. 

“ You have been sexton here,” continued Mr. Escot, in 
the language of Hamlet, “man and ooy, tony years.” 

The sexton turned pale. The period Mr. Escot named 
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■was so nearly the true one, that he began to suspect the 
personage before him of being rather too familiar ■with 
Hugh Llwyd’s sable visitor. Recovering himself a little, 
he said, “ Why, thereapouts, sure enough.” 

“ During this period, you have of course dug up many 
bones of the people of ancient times.” 

“ Pones ! Cot ])less you, yes! pones a,s old as the ’orlt.” 

“ Perhaps you can show me a few.” 

The sexton grinned horribly a ghastly smile. “ Will 
you take your Pible oath you ton’t want them to raise the 
tevil with ? ” 

“ Willingly,” said Mr. Escot, smiling I have an 
abstruse reason for tlie inquiry.” 

“ IFliy, if you have an ohtnse reason,” said the sexton, 
who thought this a good opportunity to show that he could 
pronounce hard words as well as other people; “ if you 
have an ohlune reason, that alters the case.” 

So saying he led the way to the bone-house, from 
which he began to throw out various bones and skulls of 
more than common dimensions, and amongst them a skull 
of very extraordinary magnitude, which he swore by St. 
David ■was the skull of Cadwallader. 

“ How do you know this to be his skull ? ” said Mr. 
Escot. 

“He was the piggest man that ever lived, and he was 
puried here ; and this is the piggest skull 1 ever found: 
you see now-” 

“ Nothing can be more logical,” said Mr. Escot. “ My 
good friend, will you allow me to take this skull away 
with me ? ” 

“ St. Winifred pless us ! ” exclaimed the sexton : — 
“ would you have me haunted py his chost for taking 
his plesscd pones out of consecrated cround ? Would you 
have him come in the tead of the night, and fly away 
with the roof of my house ? Would you have all the crop 
of my carden come to nothing ? for, look you, his epitaph 
says, 

“ H)e that mp pones sljall ill pestoto, 
lleeh in his ctounh shat! nebee noto,” 

E 3 
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“You will ill bestow them,” said Mr. Escot, "in con¬ 
founding them with those of the sons of little men, the 
degenerate dwarfs of later generations: you will well 
bestow them in giving them to me; for 1 will have this 
illustrious skull bound with a silver rim, and filled with 
mantling wine, with this inscription, nunc tandkm: signi¬ 
fying that that pernicious liquor has at lengthfound its proper 
receptacle; for, when the wine is in, the brain is out.” 

Saying these words, he put a dollar into the hands of the 
sexton, who instantly stood spell-bound by the talisinanic 
influence of the coin, while Mr. Escot walked ofi' in triumph 
with the skull of tladwalladcr. 


CHAPTER X. 

THK SKIILU. 

When Mr. Escot entered the breakfast-room he found the 
majority of the party assembled, and the little butler very 
active at his station. Several of the ladies shrieked at the 
sight of the skull; and Itliss Tenoriiia, starting up in great 
haste and terror, caused the subversion of a cup of choco¬ 
late, which a servant was handing to the Reverend Doctor 
Caster, into the nape of the neck of Sir Patrick O’Prism. 
Sir Patrick, rising impetuously, to clap an e.rlingvuher, as 
he expressed himself, on the farthing rushlight of the 
rascal's life, pushed over the chair of Marmaduke Mile¬ 
stone, Esquire, who, catching for support at the first thing 
that came in his way, which happened unluckily to be the 
corner of the table-cloth, drew it instantaneously with him 
to the floor, involving plates, cups and saucers, in one pro¬ 
miscuous ruin. But, as the principal materiel of the 
breakfast apparatus was on the little butler’s side-table, the 
confusion occasioned by this accident was happily greater 
than the damage. Miss Tenorina was so agitated that she 
was obliged to retire: Miss Craziosa accompanied her 
through pure sisterly afi’ection and sympathy, not without a 
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lingering look at Sir Patrick, who likewise retired to change 
his coat, but was very expeditious in returning to resume 
his attack on the cold partridge. The broken cups were 
cleared away, the cloth relaid, and the array of the table 
restored with wonderful celerity. 

Mr. Escot was a little surprised at the scene of confusion 
which signalised his entrance; but, perfectly unconscious 
that it originated with the skull of Cadwallader, he ad¬ 
vanced to seat himself at the table by the side of the l)cau- 
tiful Cej)halis, first placing the skull in a corner, out of the 
reach of Mr. Cranium, who sate eyeing it with lively 
curiosity, and after several efforts to restrain his impa¬ 
tience, exclaimed, “ You seem to have found a rarity.” 

“ A rarity indeed,” said Mr. Escot, cracking an egg as 
he sj)oke ; “ no less than the genuine and indubitable skull 
of Cadwallader.” 

“ The skull of Cadwallader !” vociferated Mr. Cranium : 

O treasure of treasures ! ” 

Mr. Escot then detailed by what means he had become 
possessed of it, which gave birth to various remarks from 
the other ihdiviiluals of the party ; after wdiich, rising from 
table, and taking the skull again in his hand, 

“ This skull,” said he, “ is the skull of a hero, vakat 
KizraTiriyewTOf *, and sufficiently demonstrates a point, 
concerning which I never myself entertained a douht, that 
the human race is undergoing a gradual process of diminu¬ 
tion in length, br('adlh, and thickness. Observe this skull. 
Even the skull of our reverend friend, which is the largest 
and thickest in the company, is not more than half its size. 
The frame this skull belonged to could scarcely have been 
less than nine feet high. Such is the lamentable progress 
of degeneracy and decay. In the course of ages, a boot of 
the present generation would form an ample chateau for a 
large family of our remote posterity. The mind, too, par¬ 
ticipates in the contraction of the body. Poets and philo¬ 
sophers of all ages and nations have lamented this too 
visible process of physical and moral deterioration. ‘ The 
sons of little men,* says Ossian. rw E*<r(v, 

says Homer: ‘ such men as live in these degenerate days.’ 

• Long since dead. 
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‘All things/ says Virgil*, 'have a retrocessive tendency, 
and grow worse and worse by the inevitable doom of fate.’ 
' We live in the ninth age,’ says Juvenal t, ‘ an ago worse 
than the age of iron; nature has no metal sufficiently per¬ 
nicious to give a denomination to its wickedness.' ‘Our 
fathers,’ says Horace ij:, ‘ worse than our grandfathers, 
have given birth to us, their more vicious progeny, who, in 
our turn, shall become the parents of a still viler genera¬ 
tion.’ You all know the fable of the buried Piet, who bit 
off the end of a pickaxe, with which sacrilegious hands were 
breaking open his grave, and called out with a voice like 
subterranean thunder, / jierceive Ute degeneracy of your 
race by the ftnial/nes.'t of your little finger! videlicet, the 
pickaxe. This, to be sure, is a fiction; but it shows the 
prevalent opinion, the feeling, the conviction, of absolute, 
universal, irremediable deterioration.” 

“ I should be sorry,” said Mr. Foster, “ that such an 
opinion should become universal, independently of my con¬ 
viction of its fallacy. Its general admission would tend, 
in a great measure, to produce the very evils it appears to 
lament. What could be its effect, but to check the ardour 
of investigation, to extinguish the zeal of philanthropy, to 
freeze the current of enterprising hope, to bury in the 
torpor of scepticism and in the stagnation of despair, every 
better faculty of the human mind, which will necessarily 
become retrograde in ceasing to be progressive } ” 

“ I am inclined to think, on the contrary,” said Mr. 
Escot, “ that the deterioration of man is accelerated by his 
blindness — in many respects wilful blindness — to the 
truth of the fact itself, and to the causes which produce'it; 
that there is no hope whatever of ameliorating his con¬ 
dition but in a total and radical change of the whole scheme 
of human life, and that the advocates of his indefinite 
perfectibility are in reality the greatest enemies to the prac¬ 
tical possibility of their own system, by so strenuously 
labouring to impress on his attention that he is going on in 
a good way, while he is really in a deplorably bad one.” 

“ I admit,” said Mr. Foster, “ there are many things 
that n>«y, and therefore will, be changed for the better.” 

• Georg. 1.19a. t Sat XIII. 28. , , t Carm. III. C. 4fi. 
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" Not on the present system,” said Mr. Escot, “ in 
which every change is for the worse.’ 

“ In matters of taste I am sure it is,” said Mr. Gall: 
“ there is, in fact, no such thing as good taste left in the 
world.” 

“ O, Mr. Gall! ” said Miss Philomela Poppyseed, “ 1 

thought my novel-” 

“ My paintings,” said Sir Patrick O’Prism- 

“ My ode,” said Mr. Mac Laurel- 

“ My ballad,” said Mr. Niglitshade- 

“ My jilan for Lord Littlebrain’s part,” said Marmadute 

Milestone, Esquire- 

“ My essay,” said Mr. Treacle- 

“ My sonata,” said Air. Chromatic- 

“ My claret,” said Squire Headlong— 

“ My lectures,” said Mr. Cranium- 

“ Vanity of vatiities,” said the Reverend Doctor Gastcr, 
turning down an empty egg-shell ; " all is vanity and vex¬ 
ation of spirit.” 


CHAPTER XI. 

THE ANNIVERSARY. 

Amono the (lies alixi crc.td notandos, which the beau monde 
of the Cambrian mountains was in the habit of remembering 
with the greatest pleasure, and anticipating with the most 
lively satisfaction, was the Christmas ball which the ancient 
family of the Headlongs had been accustomed to give from 
time immemorial. Tradition attributed the honour of its 
foundation to Headlong Ap-Headlong Ap.Breakneck Ap- 
Headlong Ap-Cataract Ap-Pistyll* Ap-Rhaidr Ap-Head¬ 
long, who lived about the time of the Trojan war. Certain 
it is, at least, that a grand chorus was always sung after 
supper in honour of this illustrious ancestor of the squire. 
This ball was, indeed, an «ra in the lives of all the beauty 

. • Pistyll, in Welch, signifies e cataract, and Rhaidr a cascade. , 
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and fashion of Cacnarvon, Meirionnydd, and Anglesea, 
and, like the Greek Olympiads and the Roman consulates, 
served as the main piUar of memory, round which all the 
events of the year were suspended and entwined. Thus, 
in recalling to mind any circumstance imperfectly recol¬ 
lected, the principal point to be ascertained was, whether it 
had occurred in the year of the first, second, third, or fourth 
ball of Headlong Ap-Breakncck, or Headlong Ap-Torrent, 
or Headlong Ap-Hurricanc ; and, this being satisfactorily 
established, the remainder followed of course in the natural 
order of its ancient association. 

This eventful anniversary being arrived, every chariot, 
coach, barouche, and barouchette, landau and landaulet, 
chaise, curricle, buggy, whiskey, and tilbury, of the three 
counties, was in motion: not a horse was left idle within 
five miles of any gentleman’s scat, from the high-mettled 
hunter to the heath-crojtping galloway. The ferrymen of 
the Menai were at their stations before day-break, taking a 
double allowance of rum and rwrw to strengthen them for 
the fatigues of the day. The ivied towers of Caernarvon, 
the romantic woods of Tan-y-bwlch, the heathy hills of 
Kernioggau, the sandy shores of Tremadoc, the mountain 
recesses of Bedd-Gelert, and the lonely lakes of Capel- 
Cerig, re-echoed to the voices of the delighted ostlers and 
postillions, who reaped on this happy day their wintry 
harvest. Landlords and landladies, waiters, cliambermaids, 
and toll-gate keepers, roused themselves from the torpidity 
which the last solitary tourist, flying with the yellow leaves 
on the wings of the autumnal wind, had left them to enjoy 
till the returning spring : the bustle of August was renewed 
on all the mountain roads, and, in the meanwhile. Squire 
Headlong and his little fat butler carried most energetically 
into effect the lessons of the savant in the Court of Quint¬ 
essence, qui par migin mirificque jectoit les maisons par les 
fenestres.* 

It was the custom for the guests to assemble at dinner 
on the day of the ball, and depart on the following morning 
after breakfast. Sleep during this interval was out of the 
questioi^,: the ancient harp of Cambria suspended the cele- 

* Kabclais. 
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bration of the noble race of Sbenkin, and the songs of Hoel 
and ('yveilioc, to ring to the profaner but more lively mo¬ 
dulation of Voulez voun danner. Mademoiselle ? in conjunc¬ 
tion with the symphonious scraping of fiddles, the tinkling 
of triangles, and the beating of tambourines. (Jomus and 
Monius were the deities of the night ; and Bacchus of 
course was not forgotten by the male part of the assembly 
(with them, indeed, a ball was invariably a scene of “ (ij)xi/ 
dnitre and jollity") : the servants flew about with wine and 
negus, and the little butler was indefatigable with his cork¬ 
screw, which is reported on one occasion to have grown so 
hot under the influence of perpetual friction that it actually 
set fire to the cork. 

'I’lie company assembled. The dinner, which on this 
occasion was a secondary object, was despatched with un¬ 
common celerity. AVhen the cloth was removed, and the 
bottle had taken its first round, Mr. Cranium stood up and 
addressed the company. 

“ Cadies and gentlemen,” said he, “ the golden key of 
mental pha;nomeua, wliich has lain buried for ages in the 
deepest vein of the mine of physiological research, is now, 
by a happy combination of practical and sjieculativc inves¬ 
tigations, grasped, if I may so express myself, firmly and 
inexcussibly, in the hands of physiognomical empiricism.” 
The Cambrian visitors listened with profound attention, not 
comprehending a single syllable he said, but concluding he 
would finish his speech by proposing the health of Squire 
Headlong. The gentlemen accordingly tossed off their 
heeltaps, and Mr. Cranium proceeded: “ Ardently desirous, 
to the extent of my feeble capacity, of disseminating, as 
much as possible, the inexhaustible treasures to which this 
golden key admits the humblest votary of philosophical 
truth, I invite you, when you have suflSciently restored, 
replenished, refreshed, and exhilarated that osteosarcha;- 
matosplanchnochondroneuromuelous, or to employ a more 
intelligible term, osseocamisanguineoviscericartilaginonervo- 
medullary, compageAs, or shell, the body, which at once 
envelopes and developes that mysterious and inestimable 
kernel, the desiderative, determinative, ratiocinative, ima¬ 
ginative, inquisitive, appetitive, comi>arative, reminiscent, 
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congeries of ideas and notions, simple and compound, com¬ 
prised in the comprehensive denomination of mind, to take 
a peep with me into the mechanical arcana of the anatomico- 
metajihysical universe. Being not in the {least dubitative 
of your spontaneous compliance, I proceed,” added he, 
suddenly changing his tone, “ to get every thing ready in 
the library.” Saying these words, he vanished. 

The Welsh squires now imagined they had caught a 
glimpse of his meaning, and set him down in their minds 
for a sort of gentleman conjuror, who intended to amuse 
them before the ball with some tricks of legerdemain. 
Under this impression, they became very impatient to fol¬ 
low him, as they had made uj) their minds not to be drunk 
before supper. 'I'he Iqdics, too, were extremely curious to 
witness an exhibition which had been announced in so 
singular a preamble; and the squire, having previously in¬ 
sisted on every gentleman tossing oif a half-pint bumper, 
adjourned the whole party to the library, where they were 
not a little surprised to discover Mr. Cranium seated, in a 
pensive attitude, at a large table, decorated with a copious 
variety of skulls. 

Some of the ladies were so much shocked at this extra¬ 
ordinary display, that a scene of great confusion ensued. 
Fans were very actively exercised, and water was strenu¬ 
ously called for by some of the most officious of the gentle¬ 
men ; on which the little butler entered with a large 
allowance of liquid, which bore, indeed, the name of water, 
but was in reality a very powerful spirit. This was the 
only species of water which the little butler had ever heard 
called for in Headlong Hall. The mistake was not at¬ 
tended with any evil effects: for the fluid was no sooner 
applied to the lips of the fainting fair ones, than it resusci¬ 
tated them with an expedition truly miraculous. 

Order was at length restored; the audience took thei 
seats; and the craniological orator held forth in the follow¬ 
ing terms:— 



THE LECrrUE. 


61 


CHAPTER XII. 

THE liECTUBE. 

“ PiiYSioiiOGisTs have been much puzzled to account for the 
varieties of moral character in men, as wcU as for the re¬ 
markable similarity of habit and disposition in all the indi¬ 
vidual animals of every other respective species. A few- 
brief sentences, perspicuously worded, and scientifically ar¬ 
ranged, will enumerate all the characteristics of a lion, or 
a tiger, or a wolf, or a bear, or a squirrel, or a goat, or a 
horse-, or au ass, or a rat, or a cat, or a hog, or a dog; 
and whatever is physiolt)gically predicated of any indivi¬ 
dual lion, tiger, wolf, bear, squirrel, goat, horse, ass, hog, 
or dog, will be found to hold true of all lions, tigers, wolves, 
bears, squirrels, goats, horses, asses, hogs, and dogs, what¬ 
soever. Now, in man, the very reverse of this api)ears to 
be the case ; for he has so few distinct and characteristic 
marks which hold true, of all his species, that philosophers 
in all ages have found it a task of infinite difficulty to give 
him a definition. Hence one has defined him to be a 
Jhithcrlr.«,i biped, a definition which is equally applicable to 
an.unfledgcd fowl: another, to be an animal trhirh forms 
opinions, than which nothing can be more inaccurate, for a 
very small number of the species form opinions, and the 
remainder take them upon trust, without investigation or 
inquiry. 

Again, man has been defined to be an animal that car¬ 
ries a stick: an attribute which undoubtedly belongs to 
man only, but not to all men always; though it uniformly 
characterises some of the graver and more imposing varieties, 
such as physicians, oran-outangs, and lords in waiting. 

“ We cannot define man to be a reasoning animal, for 
we do not dispute that idiots are men ; to say nothing of 
that very numerous description of persons who consider 
themselves reasoning animals, and are so denominated by 
the ironical courtesy of the world, who labour, ueverthe- 
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less, under a very gross delusion in that essential parti¬ 
cular. 

“ It appears to me, that man nfay be correctly defined 
an animal, which, without, any peculiar or distinguishing 
faculty of its own, is, as it were, a bundle or compound of 
faculties of other animals, by a distinct enumeration of 
which any individual of the species may be satisfactorily 
described. This is manifest, even in the ordinary language 
of conversation, when, in summing up, for examjde, the 
qualities of an accomplished courtier, we say he has the 
vanity of a peacock, the cunning of a fox, the treachery 
of an liyKna, the cold-hcartedness of a cat, and the servil¬ 
ity of a jackall. That this is perfectly consentaneous to 
scientific truth, will appear in the further progress of 
these observations. 

“ livery particular faculty of the mind has its corres¬ 
ponding organ in the brain. In proportion as any parti¬ 
cular faculty or propensity acquires paramount activity in 
any individual, these organs develoi)e themselves, and their 
devclopement becomes externally obvious by correspond¬ 
ing lumps and bumps, exul)erances and protuberances, on 
the osseous compages of the occiput and sinciput. In all 
animals but man, the same organ is equally developed in 
every individual of the species : for instance, that of mi¬ 
gration in the swallow, that of destruction in the tiger, that 
of architecture in the beaver, and that of parental alFection 
in the bear. The human brain, however, consists, as I 
have said, of a bundle or compound of all the faculties of 
all other animals ; and from the greater devclopement of 
one or more of these, in the infinite varieties of combination, 
result all the peculiarities of individual character. 

“ Here is the skull of a beaver, and that of Sir Chris¬ 
topher Wren. You observe, in both these specimens, the 
prodigious developement of the organ of constructiveness. 

“ Here is the skull of a bullfinch, and that of an eminent 
fiddler. You may compare the organ of music. 

“ Here is the skull of a tiger. You observe the organ of 
carnage. Here is the skull of a fox. You observe the organ 
of plunder. Here is the skull of a peacock. You observe 
the organ of vanity. Here is the skull of an illustrious robber. 
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who, after a long and triumphant process of depredation 
and murder, was suddenly checked in his career by means 
of a certain quality inherent in preparations of hemp, which, 
for the sake of perspicuity, I shall call m»pcnsiveneM. 
Here is the skull of a conqueror, who, after over-running 
several kingdoms, burning a number of cities, and causing 
the deaths of two or three millions of men, women, and 
children, was entombed with all -the pageantry of public 
lamentation, and figured as the hero of several thousand 
odes and a round dozen of epics; while the poor highway¬ 
man was twice executed — 

** At the gallows first, and after in a ballad, 

Sung to a villanous tunc.*’ 

You observe, in both these skulls, the combined develope- 
ment of the organs of carnage, plunder, and vanity, which 
I have separately pointed out in the tiger, the fox, and the 
peacock. 1'he greater enlargement of the organ of vanity 
in the hero is the only criterion by which I can distinguish 
them from each other. Born with the same faculties, and 
the same propensities, these two men were formed by na¬ 
ture to run tire same career : the difterent combinations of 
external circumstances decided the differences of their 
destinies. 

“ Here is the skull of a Newfoundland dog. You ob¬ 
serve the organ of benevolence, and that of attachment. 
Here is a human skull, in which you may observe a very 
striking nt^gation of both these organs; and an equally 
striking dcvclopcinent of those of destruction, cunning, 
avarice, and self-love. This was one of the most illus¬ 
trious statesmen that ever flourished in the page of 
history. 

“ Here is the skull ot a turnspit, which, after a wretched 
life of dirti/ work, was turned out of doors to die on a 
dunghill. I have been induced to preserve it, in conse¬ 
quence of its remarkable similarity to this, which belonged 
to a courtly poet, who having grown grey in flattering the 
great, was cast off in the same manner to perish by the same 
catastrophe.” 

After these, and several other illustrations, during which 
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the skulls were handed round for the inspection of the com- 
pany, Mr.Cranium proceeded thus :— 

“ It is obvious, from what I have said, that no man can 
hope for worldly lionour or advancement, who is not placed 
in such a relation to external circumstances as may he con¬ 
sentaneous to his pecuhar cerebral organs ; and I would 
advise every parent, who has the welfare of his son at 
heart, to procure as extensive a collection as possible of the 
skulls of animals, and, before determining on the choice of 
a profession, to compare with the utmost nicety their humps 
and protuberances with those of the skull of his son. If 
the devclopement of the organ of destruction point out a 
similarity between die youth and the tiger, let him be 
brought to some profession (whether that of a butcher, a 
soldier, or a physician, may be regulated by circumstances) 
in which he may be furnished with a licence to kUl: as, 
without such licence, the indulgence of his natural ))ro|)cn- 
sity may lead to the untimely rescission of his vital threa<l, 
‘ with edge of penny cord and vile reproach.’ li' be show 
an analogy with the jackal, let all possible influenc(' be used 
to j)rocure him a jdace at court, where he will infallibly 
thrive. If his skull bear a marked resemblance to that of a 
magpie, it cannot l)e doubted that he will prove an admir¬ 
able lawyer ; and if with this advantageous conformation 
be combined any similitude to that of an owl, very confident 
hopes may be formed of his becoming a judge.” 

A furious flourish of music was now heard from the 
ball-room, the squire having secretly despatched the little 
butler to order it to strike ujt, byway of a hint to Mr. t.'ra- 
nium to finish his harangue. The company took the hint and 
adjournc<l tumultuously, having just understood as much 
of the lecture as furnished them with amusement for the 
ensuing twelvemonth, in feeling the skulls of all their 
acquaintance. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

THE BALL. 

The ball-room was adorned with great taste and elegance, 
under the direction of Miss Caprioletta and her friend Miss 
jpephalis, who were themselves its most beautiful orna¬ 
ments, even though romantic Meirion, the pre-eminent in 
loveliness, sent many of its loveliest daughters to grace the 
festive scene. Numberless were the solicitations of the 
dazzled swains of Cambria for the honour of the two first 
dances with the one or the other of these fascinating friends ; 
but little availed, on this occasion, the pedigree lineally traced 
from Caractacus or King Arthur : their two philosophical 
lovers, neither of whom could have given the least account 
of his great-great-grandfather, had engaged them many 
days before. Mr. Panscope chafed and fretted like Llugwy 
in his l)ed of rocks, wlien the object of his adoration stood 
up with his rival: but he consoled himself with a lively 
damsel from the vale of Edeirnion, having first comi)elled 
Miss Cephalis to promise him her hand for the fourth set. 

The ball was accordingly opened by Miss Caprioletta 
and Mr. Foster, which gave rise to much speculation among 
the Welsh gentry, as to who this Mr. Foster could be; 
some of the more learned among them secretly resolving to 
investigate most profoundly the antiquity of the name of 
Foster, and ascertain what right a person so denominated 
could have to open the most illustrious of all possible balls 
with the lovely Caprioletta Headlong, the only sister of 
Harry Headlong, Esquire, of Headlong Hall, in the Vale 
of Llanberris, the only surviving male representative of the 
antediluvian family of Headlong Ap-Khaiader. 

When the two first dances were ended, Mr. Escot, who 
did not choose to dance with any one but his adorable 
Cephalis, looking round for a convenient seat, discovered 
Mr. Jenkison in a corner by the side of the Reverend 

K 
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Doctor Gaster, who was keeping excellent time with his 
nose to the lively melody of the^harp and fiddle. Mr. 
■Bscot seated himself by the side of Mr. Jenkison, and 
inquired if he took no part in the amusement of the 
night ? 

MB. JENKISON. 

No. The universal cheerfulness of the company in¬ 
duces me to rise ; the trouble of such violent exercise 
induces me to sit still. Did I see a young lady in want of 
a partner, gallantry would incite me to offer myself as her 
devoted knight for half an hour; but, as I perceive there 
are enough without me, that motive is null. I have 
been weighing these points pro and con, and remain in 
statu quo. 

mb. escot. 

I have danced, contrary to my system, as I have done 
many other things since I have been here, from a motive 
that you will easily guess. (Mr. Jmkison smiled.) I 
have great objections to dancing. The wild and original 
man is a calm and contemplative animal. The stings of' 
natural appetite alone rouse him to action. lie satisfies 
his hunger with roots and fruits, unvitiated by the malig¬ 
nant adhibition of fire, and all its diabolical processes of 
elixion and assation: he slakes his thirst in the mountain- 
stream, (rvp.p.i(iyirai rrj tTttrvx<iv(ry, and returns to his 
peaceful state of meditative repose. 

MR. JENKISON. 

Like the metaphysical statue of Condillac. 

MB. ESCOT. 

With all its senses and purely natural faculties deve¬ 
loped, certainly. Imagine this tranquil and passionless 
being, occupied in his first meditation on the simple ques. 
tion of Where am I ? Whence do I come ? And what is the 
end, of my existence ? Then suddenly place before him a 
chandelier, a fiddler, and a magnificent beau in silk stock¬ 
ings and pumps, bounding, skipping, swinging, capering, 
and throwing himself into fen thousand attitudes, till his 
face glows with fever, and distils with perspiration: the 
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first impulse excited in his mind by such an apparition 
will be that of violent fear, which, by the rciterate<l per¬ 
ception of' its harmlessness, will subside into simple asto¬ 
nishment. Then let any genius, sufficiently powerful to 
impress on bis mind all the terms of the communication, 
impart to him, that after a long process of ages, when his 
race shall have attained what some people think proper to 
denominate a very advanced stage of perfectibility, the 
most favoured and distinguished of the community shall 
meet by hundreds, to grin, and labour, and gesticulate, 
like the phantasma before him, from sunset to sunrise, 
while all nature is at rest, and that they shall consider this 
a happy and pleasurable mode of existence, and furnishing 
the most delightful of all possible contrasts to what they 
will call his vegetative state ; would he not groan from his 
inmost soul for the lamentable condition of his posterity ? 

MB. JBNKISON. 

I know not what your wild and original man might 
think of the matter in the abstract ; but comparatively, I 
conceive, he would be better pleased with the vision of 
such a scene as this, than with that of a party of Indians 
(who would have all the advantage of being nearly as wild 
as himself), tlancing their infernal war-dance round a 
midnight fire in a North American forest. 

MK. ESCOT. 

Not if you should impart to him the true nature of 
both, by laying open to his view the springs of action in 
both parties. 

Mil. JKNKISON. 

To do this with effect, you must make him a profound 
metaphysician, and thus transfer him at once from his 
wild and original state to a very advanced stage of intel¬ 
lectual progression ; whether that progression be towards 
good or evil, I leave you and our friend Foster to settle 
between you. 

MR. ESCOT. 

I wish to make no change in his habits and feelings, 
but to give him, hypothetically, so much mental illumina¬ 
tion, as will enable him to take a clear view of two distinct 

p 2 
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stages of the deterioration of his posterity, that he may be 
enabled to compare them with each other, and with his 
own more happy condition. The Indian, dancing round 
the midnight fire, is very far deteriorated; but the mag¬ 
nificent beau, dancing to the light of chandeliers, is in¬ 
finitely more so. The Indian is a hunter: he makes great 
use of fire, and subsists almost entirely on animal food. 
The malevolent passions that spring from these pernicious 
habits involve him in perpetual war. He is, therefore, 
necessitated, for his own preservation, to keep all the 
energies of his nature in constant activity : to this end his 
midnight war-dance is very powerfully subservient, and, 
though in itself a frightful spectacle, is at least justifiable 
on the iron plea of necessity. 

MB. JKNKISON. 

On the same iron plea, the modern system of dancing is 
more justifiable. The Indian dances to prepare himself 
for killing his enemy; hut while the beaux and belles of 
our assemblies dance, they are in the very act of killing 
theirs — time ! — a more inveterate and formidable foe 
than any the Indian has to contend with; for, however 
completely and ingeniously killed, he is sure to rise again, 
with twenty mortal murders on his crown,” leading his 
army of blue devils, with ennui in the van, and vapours 
in the rear. 


MB. ESCOT. 

Your observation militates on my side of the question ; 
and it is a strong argument in favour of the Indian, that 
he has no such enemy to kill. 

MB. .TENKISON. 

There is certainly a great deal to be said against 
dancing: there is also a great deal to be said in its favour. 
The first side of the question I leave for the present to 
you: on the latter, I may venture to allege that no 
amusement seems more natural and more congenial to 
youth than this. It has the advantage of bringing young 
persons of both sexes together, in a manner which its pub¬ 
licity renders perfectly unexceptionable, enabling them to 
see anef^now each other better than, perhaps, any other 
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moile of general association TMe-a-tetcx are dangerous 
things. Small family parties are too much under mutual 
observation. A ball-room appears to me almost the only 
scene uniting that degree of rational and innocent liberty 
of intercourse, which it is desirable to promote as much as 
possible between young persons, with that scrupulous at¬ 
tention to the delicacy and propriety of female conduct, 
which I consider the fundamental basis of all our most 
valuable social relations. 

MB. ESeOT. 

There would be some plausibility in your argument, if 
it were not the very essence of this species of intercourse 
to exhibit them to each other under false colours. Here 
all is show, and varnish, and hypocrisy, and coquetry ; 
they dress up their moral character for the evening at the 
same toilet where they manufacture their shapes and faces. 
Ill-temper lies buried under a studied accumulation of 
smiles. Envy, hatred, and malice, retreat from the coun¬ 
tenance, to entrench themselves more deeply in the heart. 
Treachery lurks under the flowers of courtesy. Ignorance 
and folly take refuge in that unmeaning gabble which it 
would be profanation to call language, and which even 
those whom long experience in “ the dreary intercourse of 
daily life ” has screwed up to such a pitch of stoical 'en¬ 
durance that they can listen to it by the hour, have branded 
with the ignominious appellation of “ /iriiu/l talk.” Small 
indeed ! — the absolute minimum of the infinitely little. 

MB. .TKNKISON. 

CJo on. 1 have said all I intended to say on the favour¬ 
able side. I shall have great pleasure in hearing you balance 
the argument, 

MB. ESCOT. 

I expect you to confess that I shall have more than 
balanced it. A ball-room is an epitome of all that is most 
worthless and unamiable in the great sphere of human 
life. Every petty and malignant passion is called into 
play. Coquetry is perpetually on the alert to captivate, 
caprice to mortify, and vanity to take offence. One amiable 
female is rendered miserable for the evening by seeing 
F 3 



70 


BEADl^Ne BALL. 


another, whom she intended to outshine, in a more attrac¬ 
tive dress than her own; while the other omits no method 
of giving stings to her triumph, w'hich she enjoys with all 
the secret arrogance of an oriental sultana. Another is 
compelled to dance with a monxter she abhors. A third 
has set her heart on dancing with a particular partner, 
perhaps for the amiable motive of annoying one of her. 
dear friends: not only he does not ask her, but she sees 
him dancing with that identical dear friend, whom from 
that moment she hates more cordially than ever. Perhaps, 
what is worse than all, she has set her heart on refusing 
some impertinent fop, who does not give her the oppor¬ 
tunity.— As to the men, the case is very nearly the same 
with them. To be sure, they have the privilege of making 
the first advances, and are, therefore, less liable to have an 
odious partner forced upon them ; though this sometimes 
happens, as I know by woful experience: hut it is seldom 
they can procure the very partner they prefer; and when 
they do, the absurd necessity of changing every two dances 
forces them away, and leaves them only the miserable 
alternative of taking up with something disagreeable per¬ 
haps in itself, and at all events rendered so by contrast, or 
of retreating into some solitary corner, to vent their spleen 
on the first idle coxcomb they can find. 

MR. JliNKISON. 

I hope that is not the motive which brings you to me. 

Jin. KSCOT. 

Clearly not. But the most afflicting consideration of all 
is, that these malignant and miserable feelings are masked 
under that uniform disguise of pretended benevolence, 
that fine and delieate irony, called politeness, which gines so 
much ease and pliahility to the mutual intercourse of ci¬ 
vilised man,, and enables him to assume the appearance of 
every virtue, without the reality of one* 

The second set of dances was now terminated, and Mr. 
Escot flew off to reclaim the hand of the beautiful Cephalis, 
with whom he figured away with surprising alacrity, and 
probably felt at least as happy among the chandeliers and 


* Rousseau, Discours sur ies Sciences. 
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silk stockings, at which he had just been railing, as he 
would have been in an American forest, making one in an 
Indian ring, by the light of a blazing fire, even though his 
hand had been locked in that of the most beautiful nquaiv 
that ever listened to the roar of Niagara. 

Squire Headlong was now beset by his maiden aunt. 
Miss Brindle.mew Grimalkin Phoebe Tabitha Ap-Head- 
long, on one side, and Sir Patrick O’Prism on the other; 
the former insisting that he should immediately procure 
her a partner; the latter earnestly requesting the same in¬ 
terference in behalf of Miss Philomela Poppyseed. The 
squire thought to emancipate himself from his two pe¬ 
titioners by making them dance with each other ; but 
Sir Patrick vehemently pleading a prior engagement, the 
squire threw his eyes around till they alighted on Mr. 
Jeukison and the Reverend Doctor Gaster ; both of whom,, 
after waking the latter, he pressed into the service. The 
doctor, arising with a strange kind of guttural sound, 
which was half a yawn and half a groan, was handed by 
the officious squire to Miss Philomela, who received him 
with sullen dignity: she had not yet forgotten his 
falling asleep during the first chapter of her novel, while 
she was condescending to detail to him the outlines of four 
superlative volumes. The doctor, on his part, had most 
completely forgotten it ; and though he thought there was 
•something in her physiognomy rather more forbidding 
than usual, he gave himself no concern about the cause, 
and had not the leasi suspicion that it was at all connected 
with himself. Miss Brindle-mew was very well con¬ 
tented with Mr. .Tenkison, and gave him two or three 
ogles, accompanied by a most risible distortion of the coun¬ 
tenance which she intended for a captivating smile. As 
to Mr. Jenkison, it was all one to him witli whom he 
danced, or whether he danced or not: he was therefore 
just as well pleased as if he had been left alone in his 
comer; which is probably more than could have been 
said of any other human being under similar circum¬ 
stances. 

At the end of the third set, supper was announced; and 
the party, pairing off like turtles, adjourned to the supper- 
F 4 
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room. The squire ■was now the happiest of mortal men' 
and the little hutler the most laborious. The centre of 
the largest table was decorated witfh a model of Snowdon, 
surmounted with an enormous artificial leek, the leaves of 
angelica, and the bulb of blanc-mange. A little way from 
the summit was a tarn, or mountain-pool, supplied through 
concealed tubes with an inexhaustihle flow of milk-punch, 
which, dashing in cascades down the miniature rocks, fell 
into tile more capacious lake below, washing the mimic 
foundations of Headlong Hall. The reverend doctor 
handed Miss I’hilomela to the chair most conveniently 
situated for enjoying this interesting scene, protesting he 
had never before been sufficiently impressed with the mag¬ 
nificence of that mountain, which he now perceived to be 
well worthy of all the fame it had obtained. 

“ Now, when they had eaten and were satisfied,” Squire 
Headlong called on Mr. Chromatic for a song ; wlio, with 
the assistance of his two accomplished daughters, regaled 
the cars of the company with the following 

TERZETTO.* 

Grey Twilight, from her shadowy hill, 

Diseolours Nature’s venial hlooin. 

And sheds on grove, and liehl, and rill. 

One placid tint of deepening gloom. 

The sailor sighs ’mid shoreless sciis, 

'J'ouchtHl by the thought of friends afar. 

As, fanned by ocean’s Hnwing breeze, 

He gazes on the western star. ' 

The wanderer hears, in pensive dream, 

'I'he accents of the last farewell. 

As, {lausing by the mountain stream. 

He listens to the evening bell. 

This terzetto was of course much applauded; Mr. 
Milestone observing, that he thought the figure in the last 
verse would have been more picturesque, if it had been re¬ 
presented with its arms folded and its back against a tree ; 
or leaning on its staff, with a cockle-shell in its hat, like a 
pilgrim of ancient times. 

Mr. Chromatic professed himself astonished that a gen¬ 
tleman of genuine modern taste, like Mr. Milestone, should 
consider the words of a song of any consequence whatever. 


• Imitated (Vom a passage in the Furgatorio of Dante. 
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seeing that they were at the best only a species of pegs, 
for the more convenient suspension of crochets and quavers. 
This remark drew on Him a very severe reprimand from 
Mr. Mac Laurel, who said to him, “ Dinna ye ken, sir, 
that Boond is a thing utterly worthless in itscl, and only 
effectual in agreeable excitements, as far as it is an aicho 
to sense ? Is there ony soond mair meeserable an’ peeti- 
fu’ than the scrape o’ a feddle, when it does na touch ony 
chord i’ the human sensorium } Is there ony mair divine 
than the deep note o’ a bagpipe, when it breathes the 
auncient meelodies o’ Iceberty an’ love ? It is true, there 
are peculiar trains o’ feeling an’ sentiment, which par- 
teecular combinations o’ meelody are calculated to excite; 
an’ sae far music can produce its effect without words: 
but it does na follow, that, when ye put words to it, it 
becomes a matter of indcfference what they are; for a 
gude strain of impassioned poetry will greatly increase the 
effect, and a tessue o' nonscnsicid doggrel will destroy it a’ 
thcgithcr. Noo, as gude poetry can produce its effect 
without music, sae will gude music without poetry ; and 
as glide music will be mair pooerfu’ by itsel’ than wi’ bad 
poetry, sae will gude poetry than wi’ bad music : but, when 
ye put gude music an’ gude poetry thegither, ye produce 
the divinest compound o’ sentimental harmony that can 
possibly find its way through the lug to the saul.” 

Mr. Chromatic admitted that there was much justice in 
those observations, but still maintained the subserviency 
of poetry to music. Mr. Mac Laurel as strenuously main¬ 
tained the contrary ; and a furious war of words was pro¬ 
ceeding to perilous lengths, when the squire interposed his 
authority towards the reproduction of peace, which was 
forthwith concluded, and all animosities drowned in a 
libation of milk-punch, the Reverend Doctor Gaster offici¬ 
ating as high priest on the occasion. 

Mr. Chromatic now requested Miss Caprioletta to favour 
the company with an air. 'The young lady immediately 
complied, and sung the following simple 

BALLAD. 

“ O Mary, my sister, thy sorrow give o’er, 

I soon shall return, girl, and leave thee no more; 

But with children so fair, and a husband so kind, 
l.shall feel less regret when 1 leave thee behind. 
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** I have made thee a bench for the door of thy cot, 

And more would I give thee, but more I have not; 

Sit and think of me there, in the warm summer day, 

And give me three kisses, my labour to pay.** 

She gave him three kisses, and forth did he fare, 

And long did he wander, and no one knew where; 

And lone from her cottage, through sunshine and rain. 

She watted his return, out he came not agmn. 

Her children grew up, and her husband grew grey; 

She sate on the bench through the long summer day; 

One evening, when twilight was deep on the shore, 

There came an old soldier, and stood by the door. 

In English he spoke, and none knew what he said, 

But her oatcake and milk on the table she spread^ 

'i'hcn he sate to his supper, and blitliely be sung, 

And she knew the dear sounds of her own native tongue: 

** O rich are the feasts in the Englishman's hall. 

And the wine sparkles bright in the goblets of Gaul ; 

But their mingled attractions 1 well could withstand. 

For the milk and the oatcake of Meirion’s dear land.” 

“ And art thou a Welchman, old soldier?” she cried. 

“ Many years have 1 wandered,” the stranger replied: 

« ’'Pivixt IXnnubc ainl Thames many rivens there be. 

But the bright waves ot’Cyntael arc fairest to me. 

“ I felled the grey oak, are I hastened to roam, 

And I fashioned a bench for the door of my home ; 

And well my dear sister my labour repaid, 

Who gave me three Icisses when lirst it was made. 

** In the old English soldier thy brother appears : 

Here is gold in abundance, the saving of years : 

Give me oatcake and milk in retuui for my store. 

And a scat by thy side on the benen at the door.” 

Various other songs succeeded, which, as we are not 
composing a song book, we shall lay aside for tlic present. 

An old squire, who had not missed one of these anniver¬ 
saries, during more than half a century, now stood up, 
and filling a half.pint bumper, pronounced, with a sten¬ 
torian voice — “ To the immortal memory of Headlong 
Ap-llhaiader, and to the health of his noble descendant 
and worthy representative!” This example was followed 
by all the gentlemen present. The harp struck up a tri- 
.umphal strain ; and, the old squire already mentioned vo¬ 
ciferating the first stave, they sang, or rather roared, the 
following 

CHORUS. 

Hail to the Headlong! the Headlong Ap-Hcadlong! 

All hail to the Headlong, the Headlong Ap-Headlong! 

The Headlong Ap-Hcadlong 
Ap-Breakneck Ap Headlong 
Ap.Cataract Ap-Fistyll Ap.]Uiaiader Ap-Headlong! 
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The bright bowl we steep in the name of Uie Headlong: 

Let the youths pledge it deep to the Headlong Ap^Hcadlong, 

And the ro$y-lip}>ed lasses 
Touch the brim as k passes* 

And kiss the red tide for the Headlong Ap.Headlong! 

The loud harp resounds in the hall of the Headlong: 

The light step rebounds in the hall of the Hca<Uong: 

Where snali music invite us, 

Or beauty delight us. 

If not in the hall of the Headlong Ap-Headlong ? 

Huaza 1 to the health of the Headlong Ap-Headlong I 
Kill the bowl, (111 in floods, to the health of the Headlong! 

TUI the stream ruby.glowing. 

On all sides o'erflowing. 

Shall tall in cascades to the health of the Headlong! 

The Headlong Ap-Ueadlong 
Ap-Breaknuck A))-Headlong 
Ap-Catarket A]>>Kistyll Ap-Uhaiader Ap>IIeadlong! 

Squire Headlong returned thanks witli an appropriate 
libation, and the company re-adjourned to the ball-room, 
where they kept it up till sun-rise, when the little butler 
summoned them to breakfast. 


CHAPTER XIV. 

THE PROPOSALS. 

The chorus, which celebrated the antiquity of her 
lineage, had been ringing all night in the ears of Miss 
Brindle-mew Grimalkin I’hcebe Tabitha Ap-IIeadlong, 
when, taking the squire asitie, while the visitors were 
sipping their tea and coffee, “ Nephew Harry,” said she, 
“ 1 have been noting your behaviour, during the several 
stages of the ball and supper ; and, though I cannot tax 
you with any want of gallantry, for you arc a very gallant 
young man, nephew Harry, very gallant — I wish I could 
say as much for every one” (added she, throwing a spiteful 
look towards a distant corner, where Mr. Jenkison was 
sitting with great nonchalance, and at the moment dipping 
a rusk in a cup of chocolate) ; “ but I lament to perceive 
that you were at least as pleased with your lakes of milk- 
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punch, and your bottles of Champagne and Burgundy, as 
with any of your delightful partners. Now, though I can 
readily excuse this degree of incombustibility in the de¬ 
scendant of a family so remarkable in all ages for personal 
beauty as ours, yet I lament it exceedingly, when 1 consider 
that, in conjunction with your present predilection for the 
easy life of a bachelor, it may possibly prove the means of 
causing our ancient genealogical tree, which has its roots, 
if I may so speak, in the foundations of the world, to ter¬ 
minate suddenly in a point: unless you feel yourself 
moved by my exhortations to follow the example of all 
your ancestors, by choosing yourself a iittinff and suitable 
helpmate to immortalise the pedigree of Headlong Ap- 
Illiaiader. 

“Egad!” said Squire Headlong, “that is very true. 
I’ll marry directly. A good opportunity to fix on some 
one, now they are all here ; and I’ll pop the question with¬ 
out further ceremony.” 

“ What think you,” said the old lady, “ of Miss Nanny 
Glyn-I)u, the lineal descendant of Llewelyn Ap Yor- 
werthj? ” 

“ She won’t do,” said Squire Headlong. 

“ What say you, then,” said the lady, “ to Miss Wil¬ 
liams, of Pontyglasrhydyrallt, the descendant of the ancient 
family of —— ? ” 

“ 1 don’t like her,” said Squire Headlong ; “ and as to 
her ancient family, that is a matter of no consequence. I 
have antiquity enough for two. 'Fhey are all moderns, 
people of yesterday, in comparison with us. What signify 
six or seven centuries, which are the most they can make 
up ? ” 

Why, to be sure,” said the aunt, “ on that view of 
the question, it is of no consequence. What think you, 
then, of Miss Owen, of Nidd-y-Gygfraen ? She will have 
six thousand a year.” 

“ I would not have her,” said Squire Headlong, “ if she 
had fifty. I’ll think of somebody presently. 1 should 
like to be married on the same day with Caprioletta.” 

“ Qaprioletta ! ” said Miss Brindle-mew; “ without my 
being consulted! ” 
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•' Consulted !” said the squire : “ I was commissioned 
to tell you, but somehow, or other I let it slip. However, 
she is going to be married to my friend Mr. Foster, the 
philosopher.” 

“ Oh !” said the maiden aunt, “ that a daughter of our 
ancient family should marry a philosopher! It is enough to 
make the bones of all the Ap-llhaiaders turn in their 
graves! ” 

“ I happen to be more enlightened,” said Squire Head¬ 
long, “ than any of my ancestors were. Besides, it is 
Caprioletta’s affair, not mine. 1 tell you, the matter is 
settled, fixed, determined; and so am 1, to be married on 
the same day. I don’t know, now 1 think of it, whom I 
can choose better than one of the daughters of iny friend 
Chromatic.” 

" A Saxon !” said the aunt, turning up her nose, and 
was commencing a vehement remonstrance ; but the squire, 
exclaiming “ Music has charms ! ” flew over to Mr. Chro¬ 
matic, and, with a hearty slap on the shoulder, asked him 
“ how he should like him for a son-in-law ? ” Mr. Chro¬ 
matic, rubbing his shoulder, and highly delighted with the 
proposal, answered, “ Very much indeed:” but, proceeding 
to ascertain which of his daughters had captivated the 
squire, the squire demurred, and was unable to satisfy his 
curiosity. “ I hope,” said Mr. Chromatic, “ it may be 
Tenorina ; for 1 imagine Graziosa has conceived a pmchant 
for Sir Patrick O’Prism.” — “Tenorina, exactly,” said 
Squire Headlong ; and became so impatient to bring the 
matter to a conclusion, that Mr. Chromatic undertook to 
communicate with his daughter immetliately. The young 
lady proved to be as ready as the squire, and the prelimi¬ 
naries were arranged in little more than five minutes. 

Mr. Chromatic’s words, that he imagined his daughter 
Graziosa had conceived a penchant for Sir Patrick O’Prism, 
were not lost on tlie squire, who at once determined to 
have as many companions in the scrape as possible, and 
who, as soon as he could tear himself from Mrs. Headlong 
elect, took three flying bounds across the room to the baro¬ 
net, and said, “ So, Sir Patrick, I find you and I are 
going to be married f ” 
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" Are we ? ” said Sir Patrick: “ then sure won't I wish 
you joy, and myself too ? for this js the first I have heard 
of it.” 

“ Well,” said Squire Headlong, I have made up my 
mind to it, and you must not disappoint me.” 

" To be sure I won’t, if I'can help it,” said Sir Patrick ; 
" and I am very much obliged to you for taking so much 
trouble off my hands. And pray, now, who is it that I 
am to be metamorphosing into Lady O’Prism ? " 

" Miss Oraziosa Chromatic,” said the squire. 

Och violet and vermilion ! ” said Sir Patrick; “ though 
I never thought of it before, I dare say she will suit me as 
well as another: but then you must persuade the ould 
Orpheus to draw out a few notes of rather a more magical 
description than those he is so fond of scraping on his crazy 
violin.” 

“ To be sure he shall,” said the squire ; and, immedi¬ 
ately returning to Mr. Chromatic, concluded the negotiation 
for Sir Patrick as expeditiously as he had done for himself. 

The squire next addressed himself to Mr. Escot: “ Here 
are three couple of us going to throw off together, with the 
Reverend Doctor Gaster for whipper-in : now, I think you 
cannot do better than make the fourth with Miss Cephalis; 
and then, as my father-in-law that is to be would say, we 
shall compose a very harmonious octave.” 

“ Indeed,” said Mr. Escot, “ nothing would be more 
agreeable to both of us than such an arrangement: but the 
old gentleman, since I first knew him, has changed, like 
the rest of the world, very lamentably for the worse : now, 
we wish to bring him to reason, if possible, though we mean 
to dispense with his consent, if he should prove much 
longer refractory.” 

" I ’ll settle him,” said squire Headlong; and imme¬ 
diately posted up to Mr. Cranium, informing him that four 
marriages were about to take place by way of a merry wind¬ 
ing up of the Christmas festivities. 

“ Indeed!” said Mr. Cranium ; “and who are the par¬ 
ties?” 

“^n the first place,” said the squire, “ my sister and 
Mr. Foster : in the second. Miss Graziosa ‘Chromatic and 
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Sir Patrick O’Prisra: in the third. Miss Tenorina Chro. 
matic and your, hurablg servant: and in the fourth—to 

which, by the by, your consent is wanted-” 

“Oho !” said Mr. Cranium. 

“Your daughter,” said squire Headlong. 

“And Mr. Panscope.i’” said Mr Cranium. 

“ And Mr. Escot,” said Squire Headlong. “ What 
would you have better ? He has ten thousand virtues.” 

“ So has Mr. Panscope,” said Mr. Cranium ; “ he has 
ten thousand a year.” 

“ Virtues }" said Squire Headlong. 

“ I’ounds,” said Mr. Cranium. 

“ 1 have set ray mind on Mr. Escot,” said the squire. 

“ I am much obliged to you,” said Mr. Cranium, “for 
dethroning me from my paternal authority.” 

“ Who fished you out of the water ” said Squire 
Headlong. 

“ 'What is tliat to the purpose ? ” said Mr. Cranium. 

“ The whole process of the action was mechanical and ne¬ 
cessary. The application of the poker necessitated the igni¬ 
tion of the powder; the ignition necessitated the cxplo. 
sion: the explosion necessitated my sudden fright, which 
necessitated my sudden jump, which, from a necessity 
equally powerful, was in a curvilinear ascent: the descent, 
being in a corresponding curve, and commencing at a point 
perpendicular to the extreme line of the edge of the tower, 

1 was, by the necessity of gravitation, attracted, first, 
through the ivy, and secondly through the hazel, and 
thirdly through the ash, into the water beneath. The mo¬ 
tive or impulse thus adhibited in the person of a drowning 
man, was as powerful on his material compages as the 
force of gravitation on mine; and he could no more help 
jumping into the water than I could help falling into it.” 

“ All perfectly true,” said Squire Headlong ; “ and, on 
the same principle, you make no distinction between the 
man who knocks you down and him who picks you up.” 

“ I make this distinction,” said Mr. Cranium, “ that I 
avoid the former as a machine containing a peculiar eata~ 
balUHve quality, which I have found to be not consenta¬ 
neous to my mode of pleasurable existence'; but I attach 
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no moral merit or demerit to either of them, as these terms 
are usually employed, seeing that they are equally creatures 
of necessity, and must act as they do from the nature of 
their organisation. I no more blame or praise a man for 
what is called vice or virtue, than I tax a tuft of hemlock 
with malevolence, or discover great philanthropy in a field 
of potatoes, seeing that the men and the plants are equally 
incapacitated, by their original internal organisation, and 
the combinations and modifications of external circum¬ 
stances, from being any thing but what they are. Quod 
victux fateare imceuxe ext.” 

“ Yet you destroy the hemlock,” said Squire Headlong, 
“ and cultivate the j)otatoe : that is my way, at least.” 

“ I do,” said Mr. (Jranium ; because I know tliat the 
farinaceous qualities of the potatoe will tend to preserve the 
great requisites of UTiity and coalescence in the various con¬ 
stituent portions of my animal republic ; and that the hem¬ 
lock, if gathered by mistake for parsley, chopped up small 
with butter, and eaten with a boiled chicken, would neces. 
sitate a great derangement, and perhaps a total decomposi¬ 
tion, of my corporeal mechanism.” 

“ Very well,” said the squire; “ then you are necessita¬ 
ted to like Mr. J'lscot better than Mr. I’anscope.^” 

“ That is a non sequHur,” said Mr. Cranium. 

“ Then this is a seqiiitur,'’ said the squire: your 
daughter and Mr. Escot are necessitated to love one another; 
and, unless you feel necessitated to adhibit your consent, 
they will feel necessitated to dispense witli it; since it does 
appear to moral and political economists to be essentially 
inherent in the eternal fitness of things.” 

Mr. Cranium fell into a profound reverie: emerging 
from which, he said, looking Squire Headlong full in the 
face, “ Uo you think Mr. Escot would give me that skull 

“Skull!” said Squire Headlong. 

“ Y'es,” said Mr. Cranium, “ the skull of Cadwal- 
lader.” 

'* To be sure he will,” said the squire. 

“ Ascertain the point,” said Mr. Cranium. 

“ How*can you doubt it ? ” said the squire.. 

“ 1 simply know," said Mr. Cranium, “ that if it were 



THE PKOPOSAM. 


81 


once in my possession, I would not part with it for any ac¬ 
quisition on earth, much less for a wife. I have had one: 
and, as marriage has berti compared to a pill, I can very 
safely assert that one is a dose ; and ray reason for think¬ 
ing that he will not part with it is, that its extraordinary 
magnitude tends to support his system, as much as its very 
marked protuberances tend to support mine; and you know 
his own system is of all things the dearest to every man of 
liberal thinking and a philosophical tendency.” 

Tile squire flew over to Mr. Kscot. “ I told you,” said 
he, “ 1 would settle him : hut there is a very hard condition 
attached to his compliance.” 

“ I submit to it," said Mr. Kscot, “ be it what it may.” 

“ Nothing less," said Squire Headlong, “ than the ab¬ 
solute and unconditional surrender of the skull of Cad- 
wallader.” 

“ 1 resign it,” said Mr. Kscot. 

‘‘ The skuU is yours,” said the squire, skipping over to 
Mr. (Taiiium. 

“ I am perfectly satisfied,” said Mr. Cranium. 

“ The lady is yours,” said the squire, skipping back to 
Mr- Kscot. 

“ I am the happiest man alive,” said Mr. Kscot, 

“ (.'ome,” said the squire, “ then there is an amelioration 
in the state of the sensitive man.” 

“ A slight oscillation of good in the instance of a solitary 
individual,” answered Mr. Kscot, “ by no means aflTects the 
solidity of my opiuiojis concerning the general deterioration 
of the civilised world; which when I can be induced to 
contemplate with feelings of satisfaction, I doubt not but that 
I may be persuaded to be in love mtU tortures, and to think 
charitably of the rack.” * 

Saying these words, he flew off as nimbly as Squire 
Headlong himself, to impart the happy intelligence to his 
beautiful Cephalis. 

Mr. Cranium now walked up to Mr. Panscope, to con¬ 
dole with him on the disappointment of their mutual hopes. 
Mr. Panscope begged him not to distress himself on the 
subject, observing, that the monotonous system of female 

• Jeremy Taylor. 

6 
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education brought every individual of the sex to so remark¬ 
able an approximation of similarity, that no wise man would 
suffer himself to be annoyed by ti loss so easily repaired ; 
and that there was much truth, though not much elegance, 
in a remark which he had heard made on a similar occasion 
by a post-captain of his acquaintance, “ that there never 
;.was a fish tsien out of the sea, but left another as good 
behind.” 

Mr. Cranium replied, that no two individuals having all 
the organs of the skull similarly developed, the universal 
resemblance of which Mr. Panscope had spoken could not 
possibly exist. Mr. Panscope rqjoined ; and a long dis¬ 
cussion ensued, concerning the comparative influence of na¬ 
tural organisation and artificial education, in which the 
beautiful Cephalis was totally lost sight of, and which 
ended, as most controversies do, by each party continuing 
firm in his own opinion, and professing his profound 
astonishment at the blindness and prejudices of the other. 

In the meanwhile, a great confusion had arisen at the 
outer doors, the departure of the ball-visitors being impeded 
by a circumstance which the experience of ages hail dis¬ 
covered no means to obviate. The grooms, coachmen, and 
postillions, were all drunk. It was proposed that the gen¬ 
tlemen should officiate in their places : but the gentlemen 
were almost all in the same condition. This was a fearful di¬ 
lemma : but a very diligent investigation brought to light 
a few servants and a few gentlemen not above half-seas-over ; 
and by an equitable distribution of these rarities, the greater 
part of the guests were enabled to set forward, with very 
nearly an even chance of not having their necks broken be¬ 
fore they reached home. 


CHAPTER XV. 

THE OONCnUBION. 

The squire and his select party of philosophers and dilet¬ 
tanti ware again left in peaceful possession of HeadlongHall: 
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and, as tlie fomer made a point of never losing a moment 
in the accomplishment of a favourite object, he did not suffer 
many days to elapse, beftjre the spiritual metamorphosis of 
eight into four was effected by the clerical dexterity of the 
Reverend Doctor Caster. 

Immediately after the ceremony, the whole party dis¬ 
persed, the squire having first extracted from every one of 
his chosen guests a positive promise tore-assemble in August, 
when they would be bettor enabled, in its most appropri¬ 
ate season, to form a correct judgment of Cambrian hos¬ 
pitality. 

Mr. Jenkison shook hands at parting with his two brother 
philoaoj)hers. “ According to your resjiective systems,” said 
he, “ I ought to congratulate you on a change for the better, 
which 1 do most cordially : and to condole with you on a 
change for the -worse, though, when I consider whom you 
have chosen, 1 should violate every itrinciplc of probability 
in doing so.” 

“ You will do well,” said Mr. Foster, “ to follow our ex¬ 
ample. The extensive circle of general philanthropy, which, 
in the present advanced stage of humati nature, comprehends 
in its circumference the destinies of the whole species, origi¬ 
nated, and still proceeds, from that narrower circle of domestic 
aflection, which first set limits to the empire of selfishness, 
and, by purifying the passions and enlarging the affections 
of mankind, has given to the views of benevolence an in¬ 
creasing and illimitable expansion, which will finally dif¬ 
fuse happiness and peace over the whole surface of the 
world.” 

“ The affection,” said Mr. Escot, “ of two congenial 
spirits, united not by legal bondage and superstitious im¬ 
posture, but by mutual confidence and reciprocal virtues, is 
the only counterbalancing consolation in this scene of mis¬ 
chief and misery. Rut how rarely is this the case according 
to the present system of marriage! So far from being a 
central point of expansion to the great circle of universal be¬ 
nevolence, it serves only to concentrate the feelings of natural 
sympathy in the reflected selflshnessof family interest, and to 
substitute for tlie humani nihil alienum puto of youthful 
philanthropy, the charity begins at home of maturer years. 
a 2 
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And what accession of individual happiness is acquired by 
this oblivion of the general goodLuxury^ despotism, and 
avarice have so seized and entabgled nine hundred and 
ninety-nine out of every thousand of the human race, that 
the matrimonial com]>act, which ought to be the most 
easy, the most free, and tlie most simple of all en¬ 
gagements, is become the most slavish and complicated,—a 
mere question of finance,—a system of bargain, and barter, 
and commerce, and trick, and chicanery, and dissimulation, 
and fraud. Is there one instance in ten thousand, in which 
the buds of first affection are not most cruelly and hope¬ 
lessly blasted, by avarice, or ambition, or arbitrary power ? 
Females, condemned during thew'hole flower of their youth to 
a worse than monastic celibacy, irrevocably debarred from the 
hope to which their first affections pointed, will, at a certain 
period of life, as the natural delicacy of taste and feeling is 
gradually worn away by the attrition of society, become 
willing to take up with any coxcomb or scoundrel, whom 
that merciless and mercenary gang of cold-blooded slaves 
and assassins, called, in the ordinary prostitution of language 
frimtU, may agree in designating as a pmdeut choice. 
Young mcm, on the other hand, are driven by the same 
vile superstitions from the company of the most amiable 
and modest of the opposite sex, to that of those miserable 
victims and outcasts of a world which dares to call itself 
virtuous, whom that very society whose pernicious insti¬ 
tutions first caused their aberrations,—consigning them, 
without one tear of pity or one struggle of remorse, to pe¬ 
nury, infamy, and disease,— condemns to bear the burden 
of its own atrocious absurdities ! Thus, the youth of one 
sex is consumed in slavery, disappointment, and spleen; 
that of the other, in frantic folly and selfish intemperance; 
till at length, on the necks of a couple so enfeebled, so 
perverted, so distempered both in body and soul, society 
throws the yoke of marriage : that yoke which, once ri- 
vetted on the necks of its victims, clings to them like the 
poisoned garments of Nessus or Medea. ^Yhat can be ex¬ 
pected from these ill-assorted yoke-fellows, but that, like 
two ill-tempered hounds, coupled by a tyrannical sportsman, 
they should drag on their indisssoluble fetter, snarling and 
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growling, and pulling in different directions? What 
can be expected for the^ wretched offspring, but sick, 
ness and suffering, premature decrepitude, and untimely 
death ? In this, as in every other institution of civilised 
society, avarice, luxury, and disease constitute the tkian- 
(iVLAR HARMONY of the life of man. Avarice conducts 
him to the abyss of toil and crime ; luxury seizes on his ill- 
gotten spoil; and, while he revels in her enchantments, or 
groans beneath her tyranny, disease bursts upon him, and 
sweeps him from the earth.” 

“ Your theory,” said Mr. Jenkison, “forms an admir¬ 
able counterpoise to your example. As far as I am at¬ 
tracted by the one, I am repelled by the other. Thus, the 
scales of my ])hilosophical balance remain eternally equi¬ 
ponderant, and I see no reason to say of either of them, 
OIXETAI EI2 AlAAO.”* 

* It descends to the shades: or, in other words, it goes to the devil. 
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Tliere *s a dark lantern of the spirit. 
Which none see by but those tvho bear it, 
That makes them in the dark see visions 
And hag themselves with apparitions, 
Find racks for tlieir own minds, and vaunt 
Of their own misery and want. — Butlbr. 


[First published in 1818.] 





Matthew. Oh! it's your only fine humour, sir. Your true melancholy 
breeds your perfect fine wit, sir. I am melancholy myself, divers times, sir; 
and then do I no more but take pen and papor presently, and orerilow you 
half a score or a dosen of sonnets at a sittin^^ 

Stephen. 'iVuly, sir, and I love such things out of measure. 

Matiheuf. VThy, 1 pray you, air, make use of’my study: it’s at your 
service. , 

Stephen. I thank you, sir, I shall be bold, I warrant you. Have you a stool 
there, to be melancholy upon ? • 

, Ben Jonson.' Every Man in his Humour^ Acts. Sc. 1. 
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Ay esleu gazouillcr ct sifller oye, comme dit Ic commim proverbe, cntrc lei^ 
cygncs, plutou8t quo d’ciitrc cntrc tant dc gentils pnctes et faconds oratcurs mut 
du tout estiia^. — Kajielais, ProL L. 5. 


CHAPTER I. 

Nioiitmaiie Abbey, a venerable family-mftnsion, in a 
highly picturesque state of semi.dilapidation, pleasantly 
situated on a strip of dry land between the sea and the 
fens, at the verge of the county of Lincoln, had the 
honour to be the seat of Christopher dowry, Esquire. 
This gentleman was naturally of an atrabilarious tem¬ 
perament, and much troubled with those phantoms of 
indigestion which are commonly called hltie devils. He 
had been deceived in an early friendship: he had been 
crossed in love; and had offered his hand, from pique, to 
a lady, who accepted it from interest, and who, in so 
doing, violently tore asunder the bonds of a tried and 
youthful attachment. Her vanity was gratified by being 
the mistress of a very extensive, if hot very lively, esta¬ 
blishment; but all the springs of her sympathies were 
frozen. Riches she possessed, but that which enriches 
them, the participation of affection, was wanting. All 
that they could purchase for her became indifferent to her, 
because that which they could not purchase, and which 
was more valuable than themselves, she had, for their 
sake, thrown away. She discovered, when it was too late, 
that she had mistaken the means for the end — that 
riches, rightly used, are instruments of happiness, but are 
not in themselves happiness. In this wilful blight of her 
affections, she found them valueless as means: tiiey had 
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been the end to which she had immolated all her affections, 
and were now the only end that remained to her. She did 
not confess this to herself as a principle of action, but it 
operated through the medium of unconscious self-decep¬ 
tion, and terminated in inveterate avarice. She laid on 
external things the blame of her mind’s internal disorder, 
and thus became by degrees an accomplished scold. She 
often went her daily rounds through a series of deserted 
apartments, every creature in the house vanishing at the 
creak of her shoe, much more at the sound of her voice, 
to which the nature of things affords no simile; for, as far 
as the voice of woman, when attuned by gentleness and 
love, transcends all other sounds in harmony, so far does 
it surpass all others in discord, when stretched into unna¬ 
tural shrillness by anger and impatience. 

Mr. Glowry used to say that his house was no better 
than a spacious kennel, for every one in it led the life of a 
dog. Disappointed both in love and in friendship, and 
looking upon human learning as vanity, he had come to a 
conclusion that there was but one good thing in the world, 
videlicet, a good dinner; and this his parsimonious lady 
seldom suffered him to enjoy: but, one morning, like Sir 
Leoline in Christabel, “ he woke and found his lady 
dead," and remained a very consolate widower, with one 
small child. 

This only son and heir Mr. Glowry had christened 
Scythrop, from the name of a maternal ancestor, who had 
hanged himself one rainy day in a fit of ttedium viUe, and 
had been eulogised by a coroner’s jury in the comprehen¬ 
sive phrase of felo de se; on which account, Mr. Glowry 
held his memory in high honour, and made a punchbowl 
of his skull. 

When Scythrop grew up, he was sent, as usual, to a 
public school, where a little learning was painfully beaten 
into him, and from thence to the university, where it was 
carefully taken out of him; and he was sent home like a 
well-threshed ear of com, with nothing in his head: 
having finished his education to the high satisfaction of 
the master and fellows of his college, who had, in tes¬ 
timony of their approbation, presented him with a silver 
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fish-slice, on which his name figured at the head of a 
laudatory inscription in some semi.barbarous dialect of 
Anglo-&xonised Latin. 

His fellow-students, however, who drove tandem and 
random in great perfection, and were connoisseurs in good 
inns, had taught him to drink deep ere he departed. He 
had passed much of his time with these choice spirits, 
and had seen the rays of the midnight lamp tremble on 
niany a lengthening file of empty bottles. He passed his 
vacations sometimes at Nightmare Abbey, sometimes in 
London, at the house of his uncle, Mr. Hilary, a very 
cheerful and elastic gentleman, who had married the sister 
of the melancholy Mr. dowry. The company that fre¬ 
quented his house was the gayest of the gay. Scythrop 
danced with the ladies and drank with the gentlemen, and 
was, pronounced by both a very accomplished charming 
fellow, and an honour to the university. 

At the house of Mr. Hilary, Scythrop first saw the 
beautiful Miss Emily Girouettc. He fell in love g which 
is nothing new. He was favourably received; which is 
nothing strange. Mr. dowry and Mr. Girouette had a 
meeting on the occasion, and quarrelled about the terms 
of the bargain; which is neither new nor strange. The 
lovers were torn asunder, weeping and vowing everlasting 
constancy ; and, in three weeks after this tragical event, 
the lady was led a smiling bride to the altar, by the 
Honourable Mr. Latkwit; which is neither strange nor new. 

Scythrop received this intelligence at Nightmare Abbey, 
and was half distracted on the occasion. It was his first 
disappointment, and pfeyed deeply on his sensitive spirit. 
His father, to comfort him, read him a Commentary on 
Ecclesiastes, which he had himself composed, and which 
demonstrated incontrovertibly that all is vanity. He 
insisted particularly on the text, “ One man among a 
thousand have I found, but a woman amongst all those 
have I not found." 

“ How could he expect it,’’ said Scythrop, ‘‘when the 
whole thousand were locked up in his seraglio ? ' His 
experience is no precedent for a free state of society like 
that in which we live." 
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“ Locked up or at large,” said Mr. dowry, " the result 
is the same: their minds are always locked up, and vanity 
and interest keep the key. 1 speak feelingly, Scythrop.” 

“ 1 am sorry for it, sir,” said Scythrop. “ But how is 
it that their minds arc locked up ? The fault is in their 
artificial education, which studiously models them into 
mere musical dolls, to be set out for sale in the great toy¬ 
shop of society.” 

“ To 1)0 sure,” said Mr. dowry, “ their education is 
not so well finished as yours has been ; and your idea of a 
musical doll is good. 1 bought one myself, but it was 
confoundedly out of tunc; but, whatever la; the cause, 
Scythrop, the effect is certainly this, that one is pretty 
nearly as good as another, as far as any judgment can be 
fonned of them before marriage. It is only after mar¬ 
riage that they show their true qualities, as 1 know 
by bitter experience. Marriage is, therefore, a lottery, 
and the less choice and selection a man bestows on 
his ticket the better; for, if he has incurred con¬ 
siderable pains and expense to obtain a lucky number, and 
his lucky number proves a blank, he experiences not a 
simple, but a complicated disappointment; the loss of 
labour and money being superadded to the disappointment 
of drawing a blank, which, constituting simply and en¬ 
tirely the grievance of him who has chosen his ticket at 
random, is, from its simplicity, the more endurable.” 
This very excellent reasoning was thrown away upon 
Scythrop, who retired to his tower as dismal and disconso¬ 
late as before. 

The tower which Scythrop inhabited stood at the south¬ 
eastern angle of the Abbey; and, on the southern side, the 
foot of the tower opened on a terrace, which was called 
the garden, though nothing grew on it but ivy, and a few 
amphibious weeds. The south-weStern tower, which was 
ruinous and full of owls, might, with equal propriety, have 
been called the aviary. This terrace or garden, or terrace- 
garden, or garden-terrace (the reader may name it ad 
lihiium), took in an oblique view of the open sea, and 
frontetC» long tract of level sea-coast, and a fine monotony 
of fens and windmiUs. 
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The reader will judge, from what we have said, that this 
building was a sort of castellated abbey ; and it will, pro¬ 
bably, occur to him to Inquire if it had been one of the 
strong-holds of tlie ancient church militant. Whether 
this was the case, or how far it had been indebted to the 
taste of Mr. (ilowry’s ancestors for any transmutations 
from its original state, are, unfortunately, circumstances 
not within the pale of our knowledge. 

'I'he north-western tower contained the apartments of 
Mr. (dowry. The moat at its base, and the fens beyond, 
comprised the whole of his prospect. I’his moat sur¬ 
rounded the Abbey, and was in immediate contact with 
the walls on every side but the south. 

The north-eastern tower was appropriated to the do¬ 
mestics, whom Mr. (dowry always chose by one of two 
criterions,— a long iace, or a liismal name. His butler 
was Raven ; his steward was CVow; his valet was 
Skellet. Mr. (dowry maintained that the valet was of 
French extraction, and that his name was Squelette. His 
grooms were Mattocks and (iraves. On one occasion, 
Iteing in want of a footman, he received a letter from a 
person signing himself Diggory Deathshead, and lost no 
time in securing tliis acquisition; btit on Diggory’s arrival, 
Sir. dowry was horror-struck by the sight of a round 
ruddy face, and a pair of laughing eyes. Deathshead was 
always grinning,— not a ghastly smile, but the grin of a 
(rotnic mask ; and disturbed the echoes of the hall with so 
much unhallowed daughter, that Mr. (dowry gave him his 
discharge. Diggory, however, had staid long enough to 
make conquests of all the old gentleman’s maids, and left 
him a flourishing colony of young Deathshcads to join 
chorus with the owls, that had before been the exclusive 
choristers of Nightmare Abbey. 

'J'he main body of the building was divided into rooms of 
state, spacious apartments for feasting, and numerous bed¬ 
rooms for visitors, who, however, were few and far between. 

Family interests compelled Mr. dowry to receive oc¬ 
casional visits from Mr. and Mrs. Hilary, who paid them 
from the same motive ; and, as the lively gentleman on 
these occasions found few conductors for his exuberant 
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gaiety, he became like a double-charged electric jar, which 
often exploded in some burst of outrageous merriment to 
the signal discomposure of Mr. dowry’s nerves. 

Another occasional visitor, much more to Mr. dowry's 
taste, was Mr.riosky*, a very lachrymose and morbid gen¬ 
tleman, of some note in the literary world, but in his own 
estimation of much more merit than name. The part of 
his character which recommended him to Mr. Olowry, was 
his very fine sense of the grim and the tearful. No one 
could relate a dismal story with so many minutia; of super¬ 
erogatory wretchedness. No one could call up a raw- 
head and Moody bonee with so many adjuncts and circum¬ 
stances of ghastliness. Mystery was his mental element. 
He live<l in the midst of that visionary world in which 
nothing is but what is not. He dreamed with his eyes 
open, and saw ghosts dancing round him at noontide. 
He had been in his youth an enthusiast for liberty, and 
had hailed the dawn of the French Revolution as the pro¬ 
mise of a day that was to banish war and slavery, and 
every form of vice and misery, from the face of the earth. 
Hecause all this was not done, he deduced that notliing was 
done; and from this deduction, according to his system of 
logic, he drew a conclusion that worse than nothing was 
done; that the overthrow of the feudal fortresses of tyranny 
and superstition was the greatest calamity that had ever 
befallen mankind; and that their only hope now was to 
rake the rubbish together, and rebuild it without any of 
those loopholes by which the light had originally crept in. 
To qualify himself for a coadjutor in this laudable task, he 
plunged into the central opacity of Kantian metaphysics, 
and lay perdu several years in transcendental darkness, till 
the common daylight of common sense became intolerable 
to his eyes. He called the sun an ignis fatuus ; and ex¬ 
horted all who would listen to his friendly voice, which 
were about as many as called “ God save King Richard,” 
to shelter themselves from its delusive radiance in the ob¬ 
scure haunt of Old Philosophy. This word Old had great 
charms for him. The good old times were always on 
his lips ; meaning the days when polemic theology was in 

* A tbrrupt/on of Filosky, quasi h lover, or sectator, of shadows. . 
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its prime, and rival prelates beat the drum ecclesiastic 
with Herculean vigour, till the one wound up his series of 
syllogisms with the vety ofthodox conclusion of roasting 
the other. 

But the dearest friend of Mr. Glowry, and his most 
welcome guest, was Mr. Toobad, the Manicha’an Miliena- 
rian. The twelfth verse of the twelfth chapter of Uevela- 
tions was always in his mouth : IToe to the inhabiters of 
tlie eartit and of the sea ! for the devil is come among you, 
having great wrath, because he knoweth that he hath but a 
short time.” He maintained that the supreme dominion 
of the world was, for wise purposes, given over for a while 
to the Kvil I’rinciple ; and that this precise period of time, 
commonly called the enlightened age, was the point of his 
plenitude of power. He used to add that by and by he 
would l>e cast down, and a high and happy order of things 
succeed ; but he never omitted the saving clause, “ Not in 
our timewhich last words were always echoed in doleful 
response by the sympathetic Mr. Glowry. 

Another and very frc()Uent visitor, was the Reverend Mr. 
Larynx, the vicar of (^laydyke, a village about ten miles 
distant; — a good-natured accommodating divine, who was 
always most obligingly ready to take a dinner and a bed 
at the house of any country gentleman in distress for a 
companion. Nothing came amiss to him, — a game at 
billiards, at chess, at draughts, at backgammon, at piquet, 
or at all-fours in a UHe-a-tete, — or any game on the cards, 
round, square, or triangular, in a party of any number 
exceeding two. He would even dance among friends, ratlier 
than that a lady, even if she were on the wrong side of 
thirty, should sit still for want of a partner. For a ride, 
a walk, or a sail, fh the morning, — a song after dinner, 
a ghost story after supper, — a bottle of port with the 
squire, or a cup of green tea with his lady, — for all or 
any of these, or for any tiling else Uiat was agreeable to 
any one else, consistently with the dye of his coat, the 
Reverend Mr. Larynx was at all times equally ready. 
When at Nightmare Abbey, he would condole with Mr. 
Glowry, — drink Madeira with Scythrop, — crack jokes 
with Mr. Hilary, — hand Mrs. Hilary to the piano, take 
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charge of her fan and gloves, and turn over her music with 
surprising dexterity,—quote Revelations with Mr. Too- 
bad, — and lament the good old finies of feudal darkness 
tvith the transcendental Mr. Flosky. 


CHAPTER II. 

Shortly after the disastrous termination of Scythrop's 
passion for Miss Emily Girouette, Mr. Glowry found him¬ 
self, much against his will, involved in a lawsuit, which 
compelled him to dance attendance on the High Court of 
(;hancery. Scythrop was left alone at Nightmare Abbey. 
He was a burnt child, and dreaded the fire of female eyes, 
lie wandered about the ample pile, or along the garden- 
terrace, with “his cogitative faculties immersed in cogi- 
hundity of cogitation.” The terrace terminated at the 
south-western tower, which, as we have said, was ruinous 
and full of owls. Here would Scythrop take his evening 
seat, on a fallen fragment of mossy stone, with his hack 
resting against the ruined wall,—a thick canopy of ivy, with 
an owl in it, over his head, — and the Sorrows of ITer- 
ter in his hand. He had some taste for romance reading 
before he went to the university, where, we must confess, 
in justice to his college, he was cured of the love of reading 
in all its shapes; and the cure would have been radical, if 
disappointment in love, and total solitude, had not con¬ 
spired to bring on a relapse. He began to devour romances 
and German tragedies, and, by the recommendation of Mr. 
Flosky, to pore over ponderous tomSs of transcendental 
philosophy, which reconciled him to the labour of studying 
them by their mystical jargon and necromantic imagery. 
In the congenial solitude of Nightmare Abbey, the distem¬ 
pered id^jas of metaphysical romance and romantic meta¬ 
physics had ample time and space to germinate into a fertile 
crop of chimeras, which rapidly shot up into vigorous and 
abundant vegetation. 

He now became troubled with the passion for reforming 
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the world* He built many castles in the air, and peopled 
them with secret tribunals, and bands of Illuminati, who 
were always the imaginary instruments of his projected 
regeneration of the human species. As he intended to 
institute a perfect republic, he invested himself with abso¬ 
lute sovereignty over those mystical dispensers of liberty. 
He slept with Horrid Mysteries under his pillow, and 
dreamed of venerable elcutherarchs and ghastly confeder¬ 
ates holding midnight conventions in subterranean caves. 
He passed whole mornings in his study, immersed in gloomy 
reverie, stalking about the room in his nightcap, which he 
pulled over his eyes like a cowl, and folding his striped 
calico dressing-gown about him like the mantle of a con¬ 
spirator. 

“ Action,” thus he soliloquised, “ is the result of opinion, 
and to new-model opinion would be to new-model so¬ 
ciety. Knowledge is power ; it is in the hands of a few, 
who employ it to mislead the many, for their own selfish 
purposes of aggrandisement and appropriation. What if 
it were in the hands of a few who should employ it to lead 
the many ? AVhat if it were universal, and the multitude 
were enlightened? No. The many must be always in 
leading-strings ; hut let them have wise and honest conduc¬ 
tors. A few to think, and many to act; that.is the only basis 
of perfect society. So thought the ancient philosophers: they 
had their esoterical and exoterical doctrines. So thinks the 
sublime Kant, who delivers his oracles in language which 
none but the initiated can comprehend. Such were the views 
of those .secret associations of illuminati, which were the 
terror of superstition and tyranny, and which, carefully 
selecting wisdom and genius from the great wilderness of 
society, as the bee selects honey from the flowers of the 
thorn and the iu:ttle, bound all human excellence in a chain, 
which, if it had not been prematurely broken, would have 
commanded opinion, and regenerated the world.” 

Scythrop proceeded to meditate on the practicability of 
reviving a confederation of regenerators. To get a clear view 
of his own ideas, and to feel the pulse of the wisdom and 
genius of the age, he wrote and published a treatise, in 

♦ See Korsyth’s Principles of Moral Science. 
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which his meanings were carefully wrapt up in the monk’s 
hood of transcendental technology, but filled with hints of 
matter deep and dangerous, which he thought would set the 
whole nation in a ferment ; and he awaited the result in 
awful expectation, as a miner who has fired a train awaits 
the explosion of a rock. However, he listened and heard 
nothing; for the explosion, if any ensued, was not suffi¬ 
ciently loud to shake a single leaf of the ivy on the towers 
of Nightmare Abbey ; and some months afterwards he re¬ 
ceived a letter from his bookseller, informing him that only 
seven copies had been sold, and concluding with a polite 
request for the balance. 

Scythrop did not despair. “ Seven copies,” he thought, 
have been sold. Seven is a mystical number, and the 
omen is good. Let me find the seven purchasers of iny 
seven copies, and they shall be the seven golden candle¬ 
sticks witli which 1 will illuminate the world.” 

Scythrop had a certain portion of mechanical genius,’ 
which his romantic projects tended to develope. He con¬ 
structed models of cells and recesses, sliding panels and 
secret passages, that would have baffled th(‘ skill of the 
Parisian police. He took the opportunity of his father’s 
absence to smuggle a dumb carpenter into the Abbey, and 
Iretween them they gave reality to one of these models in 
Scythrop’s tower. Scythroj) foresaw that a great leader of 
human regeneration would be involved in fearful dileinmaf!, 
and determined, for the benefit of mankind iti general, to 
adopt all possible precautions for the preservation of him¬ 
self. 

The servants, even the women, had been tutored into 
silence. Profound stillness reigned throughout .and around 
the Abbey, excej)! when the occasional shutting of a door 
would peal in long reverberations through the galleries, or 
the heavy tread of the pensive butler would wake the hollow 
echoes of the hall, ticythrop stalked about like the grand 
inquisitor, and the stjrvants flitted past him like familiars. 
In his evening meditations on the terrace, under the ivy of 
the ruined tower, the only sounds that came to liis ear 
were. tl>e rustling of the wind in the ivy, the plaintive 
voices of the feathered choristers, the owls, the occasional 
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striking of the Abbey clock, and the monotonous dash of 
the sea on its low and level shore. In the mean time, he 
drank Madeira, and laid deep schemes for a thorough re¬ 
pair of the crazy fabric of human nature. 


CHAPTER III. 

Mr. Glowby returned from London with the loss of his 
lawsuit. Justice was with him, but the law was against 
him. He found Scythrop in a mood most sympathetically 
tragic; and they vied with each other in enlivening their 
cups by lamenting the depravity of this degenerate age, 
and occasionally iiiters])ersing divers grim jokes about 
graves, worms, and epitaphs. Mr. Glowry’s friends, 
whom we have mentioned in the first chapter, availed 
themselves of his return (o jiay him a simultaneous visit. 
At the same time arrived Scythrop’s friend and fellow- 
collegian, the Honourable Mr. Listless. Mr. dowry had 
discovered this fashionable young gentleman in London, 
“ stretched on the rack of a too easy chair,” and devoured 
with a gloomy and misanthropical nil rnro, and had 
pressed him so earnestly to take the benefit of the pure 
country air, at Nightmare Abbey, that Mr. Listless, find¬ 
ing it would give him more trouble to refuse than to 
comply, summoned his French valet, Fatout, and told him 
he was going to Lincolnshire. On this simple hint, 
Fatout went to work, and the imperijils were ])acked, and 
the post-chariot was at the door, without the Honourable 
Mr. Listless having said or thought another syllable on 
the subject. 

Mr. and Mrs. Hilary brought with them an orphan 
niece, a daughter of Mr. Glowry’s youngest sister, who 
had made a runaway love-match with an Irish officer. 
The lady's fortune disappeared in the first year: love, by 
a natural consequence, disappeareil in the sccon<l: the 
Irishman himself, by a still more natural conscqiieuce, 

H 2 
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disappeared in the third. Mr. Glowry had allowed his 
sister an annuity, and she had lived in retirement with 
her only daughter, whom, at lier 'death, which had re¬ 
cently happened, she commended to the care of Mrs. 
Hilary. 

Miss Marionetta Celcstina O’Carroll was a very hloom- 
ing anil accomplished young lady. Being a compound of 
the Allegro Vivace, of the O’Carrolls, and of the Andante 
Doloroxo of the dowries, she exhibited in her own cha¬ 
racter all the diversities of an April sky. Her hair was 
light-brown ; her eyes haxel, and sparkling with a mild 
but fluctuating light; her features regular ; her lips full, 
and of equal size ; and her person surpassingly graceful. 
She was a proficient in music. Her conversation was 
sprightly, but always on subjects light in their nature and 
limited in their interest: for moral sympathies, in any 
general sense, had no place in her niiiid. She had some 
coquetry, and more cajirice, liking and disliking almost in 
tile same moinenl ; jiursuing an object with earnestness 
while it seemed unattainable, and rejecting it when in her 
power as not worth the trouble of possession. 

Whether she was touched with a penchant for her 
cousin Scythro]), or was merely curious to see what effect 
the tender jiassion would have on so oatre a person, she 
bad not been three days in the Abbey before she threw 
out all the lures of her beauty and accoinplislunents to 
make a prize of his heart. Scythrop proved an easy con¬ 
quest. The image of Miss Emily Girpuette was already 
sufficiently dimmed by tl»e power of philosophy and the 
exercise of reason: for to these influences, or to any in¬ 
fluence but the true one, are usually ascribed the mental 
cures performed by the great physician Time. Scythrop’s 
romantic dreams had indeed given him many fiiire antici¬ 
pated eognitions of comhinatious of beauty and intelligence, 
which, he had some misgivings, were not exactly realised 
in his cousin Marionetta; but, in spite of these misgivings, 
he soon became distractedly in love; which, when the 
young lady clearly perceived, she altered her tactics, and 
assumed as much coldness and reserve as site had before 
shown Student and ingenuous attachment. Scythrop was 
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confounded at the sudden change; but, instead of falling 
at her feet and requesting an exj)Ianationj he retreated to 
his tower, muffled himself in his nightcap, seated himself 
in the j)resident’s chair of his imaginary secret tribunal, 
summoned Marionetta with all terrible formalities, fright¬ 
ened her out of her wits, disclosed himself, and clasped 
the beautiful penitent to his bosom. 

While he was acting this reverie — in the moment in 
wdiich tile awful president of the secret tribunal was 
throwing back his cowl and his mantle, and discovering 
himself to the lovely culprit as her adoring and mag¬ 
nanimous lover, the door of the study opened, and the real 
Marionetta apiieared. 

The motives which had led her to the tower were a 
little iienitence, a little eoncern, a little affection, and a 
little fear as to what the sudden secession of Scythrop, 
occasioned by her sudden change of manner, might por¬ 
tend. She had tajqied several times unheard, ami of 
course unanswered ; and at length, timidly and cautiously 
ojiening the door, she discovered him standing up before a 
hlael; velvet chair, wdiich tvas mounted on an old oak table, 
in the act of throwing oiien his striped calico dressing- 
gown, .and Hinging away his nightcap — which is what 
the French call an imposing attitude. 

Kach stood a few moments fixed in their respective 
])lares - the lady in astonishment, and the gentleman in 
confusion. INIaiionetta was the first to break silence. 
“ For heaven’s sake,” said she, “ my dear Scythrop, what 
is the matter ? ” 

“ b’or heaven’s sake, indeed ! ” said Scythrop, springing 
from the table ; “ for your sake, Marionetta, and you are 
my heaven,—distraction is the matter. I adore you, 
Marionetta, and your cruelty drives me mad.” He threw 
himself at her knees, devoured her hand with kisses, and 
breathed a thousand vows in the most passionate language 
of romance. 

IMarionetta listened along time in silence, till her lover 
had exhausted his eloquence and paused for a reply. She 
then said, with a very arch look, “ I prithee deliver thyself 
hke a man of this world.” The levity of this quotation, 
H 3 



102 


KIOIITMARE ABBEY. 


and of the manner in which it was delivered, jarred so 
discordantly on the high-wrought, enthusiasm of the ro¬ 
mantic inamorato, that he sprang upon his feet, and beat 
his forehead with his clenched fists. The young lady was 
terrified ; and, deeming it expedient to soothe him, took 
one of his hands in hers, placed the other hand on his 
shoulder, looked up in his face with a winning serious¬ 
ness, and said, in the tenderest possible tone, “ What 
would you have, Seythrop ? ” 

Scytlirop was in heaven again. “ What would 1 have ? 
Wliat but you, MarionettaYou, for the companion of 
my studies, the partner of my thoughts, the auxiliary of 
my great designs for the emancipation of mankind.” 

“ I am afraid I should be but a poor auxiliary, Scy- 
tliro]). What would you have me do 

‘‘ Uo as llosalia does with Carlos, divine Marionetta. 
Let us each open a vein in the other’s arm, mix our blood 
in a bowl, and drink it as a sacrament of love. Then we 
shall see vi.sions of transcendental illumination, and soar 
on the wings of ideas into the space of pure intelli¬ 
gence.” 

Marionetta coulil not reply; she had not so strong a 
stomach as Rosalia, and turned sick at the proposition. 
She disengaged herself suddenly from Seythrop, sprang 
through the door of the tower, and fled with preeijutation 
along the corridors. Seythrop pursued her, crying, “ Stop, 
stop, Marionetta — my life, my love!" and was gaining 
rapidly on her flight, when, at an ill-omened corner, 
where two corridors ended in an angle, at the head of a 
staircase, he came into sudden and violent contact with 
Mr. Toobad, and they both plunged together to the foot 
of the stairs, like two billiard-balls into one pocket. I'liis 
gave the young lady time to escape, and enclose henself in 
her chamber ; while Mr. Toobad, rising slowly, and rub¬ 
bing his knees and shouhlers, said, “You see, ray dear 
Seythrop, in this little incident, one of the innumerable 
proofs of die temporary supremacy of the devil; for what 
but a systematic design and concurrent contrivance of evil 
could haye made the angles of time and place coincide in 
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our unfortunate persons at the head of this accursed stair¬ 
case ? ” . 

“ Notliing else, certainly,” said Scythrop : you are 

perfectly in the right, Mr. Toobad. Evil, and mischief, 
and misery, and confusion, and vanity, and vexation of 
spirit, and death, and disease, and assassination, and war, 
and poverty, and pestilence, and famine, and avarice, and 
selfishness, and rancour, and jealousy, and spleen, and 
malevolence, and the disappointments of philanthropy, and 
the faithlessness of friendship, and the crosses of love — 
all prove the accuracy of your views, and the truth of 
your system ; and it is not impossible that the infernal 
interruption of this fall down stairs may throw a colour of 
evil on the whole of my future existence.” 

“My dear hoy,” said Mr. Toobad, “you have a fine 
eye for consequences.” 

So saying, he embraced Scythrop, who retired, with a 
disconsolate step, to dress for dinner; while Mr. Toobad 
stalked across the hall, repeating, “ Woe to the inhabiters 
of the earth, and of the sea, for the devil is come among 
you, having great wrath.” 


CHAPTEll IV. 

The flight of Marionetta, and the pursuit of Scythrop, 
had been witnessed by Mr. (ilowry, who, in consequence, 
narrowly observed his son and his niece in the evening; 
and, concluding from their manner, that there was a 
better understanding between them than he wished to see, 
he determined on obtaining the next morning from Scy¬ 
throp a full and satisfactory explanation. He, therefore, 
shortly after breakfast, entered Scythrop’s tower, with a 
very grave face, and said, without ceremony or preface, 
“ So, sir, you are in love with your cousin.” 

Scythrop, with as little hesitation, answered, “ Yes, 
sir.” 
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“That is candid, at least; and she is in love with 
you.” 

“ I wish she were, sir.” 

“ You know she is, sir.” 

“ Indeed, sir, I do not.” 

“ Hut you hope she is.” 

“ I do, from my soul.” 

“ Now that is very provoking, Scytlirop, and very dis¬ 
appointing; I could not have su])poscd that you, Si ythrop 
Glowry, of Nightmare Abbey, would have hecti infatuated 
with such a dancing, laughing, singing, thoughth'ss, care¬ 
less, merry-hearted thing, as iVlarionctta—in all respects 
the rever.se of you and me. It is very disappointing, 
Seythrop. And do you know, sir, that Marionetta has no 
fortune i ” 

‘•'It is the more reason, sir, that her husband should 
have one.” 

“ The more reason for her ; but not for yott. I\Iy wife 
had no fortune, and 1 had no consolation in tny calamity. 
And do you reflect, sir, what an enormous slice this law¬ 
suit has cut out of our family estate.^ we who used to be 
the greatest landed j)roprietors in Idncolnshirc.” 

“ To be sure, sir, we had more acres of fen than any 
man on this coast: but what are fens to love ? AVhat are 
dykes and vvindinills to Marionetta.^” 

“ Atid what, sir, is love to a witidinill ? Not grist, I am 
certain ; bi sides, sir, I have made a choice for you. I 
have made a choice for you, Scytlirop. Beauty, genius, 
accomplishments, and a great fortune into the bargain. 
Such a lovely, .serious creature, in a fine state of high dis¬ 
satisfaction with the world, and every thing in it. Such a 
delightful surjirise I had prepared for yoti. Sir, I have 
pledged my honour to the contract — the honour of the 
Glowries of Nightmare Abbey : and now, sir, what is to 
be done ? ” 

“ Tndeed, sir, I cannot say. I claim, on this occasion, 
that liberty of action which is the.co-natal prerogative of 
every rational being.” 

“ Liberty of action, sir ? there is no such thing as liberty 
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of action. V7eareall slaves and puppets of a blind and 
unpathetic necessity.” . 

“ Very true, sir ; but liberty of action, between indi¬ 
viduals, consists in their being differently influenced, or 
inodiiied, by the same universal necessity ; so that the re¬ 
sults are uncousentancous, and their respective necessitated 
volitions clash and fly ofl’in a tangent.” 

‘‘ \'our logic is good, sir: but you arc aware, too, that 
one individual may be a medium of adhibiting to another 
a mode or form of necessity, which may have more or less 
influence in the production of consentaneity ; and, there¬ 
fore, sir, if you do not comply with iny wishes in this 
instance (you have had your own way in every thing else), I 
shall be under tlie necessity of disinheriting you, though 1 
shall do it with tears in my eyes.” Having said these 
words, he vanished suddenly, in the dread of Scythrop’s 
logic. 

Jlr. Glovvry immediately sought Mrs. Hilary, and com- 
rauidcaled to her his views of the case in point. Airs. 
Hilary, as the phrase is, was as fond of Alarionetta as if 
she had been her own child : but — there is always a //iit 
on these occasions — she could do nothing for her in the 
way of fortune, as she had two hoiteful sons, wlio were 
ilnisbiug their education at Brazen-nose, and who would 
not like to encounter any diminution of their prosjtects, 
when they should be brought out of the house of mental 
bondage — i. e. the uidversity — to the land flowing with 
milk and honey — i. e. the west end of London. 

A1 rs. Hilary hinted to Alarionetta, that propriety, and 
delicacy, and decorum, and dignity, &c. &C. &c.*, would 
require thetn to leave the Abbey immediately. Alarionetta 
listein-d in silent submission, for she knew that her inherit¬ 
ance was passive obedience; but, when Scythrop, who had 
watched the opportunity of Airs. Hilary’s departure, en¬ 
tered, and, without speaking a word, threw himself at her 
feet in a paroxysm of grief, the young lady, in equal 
silence and sorrow, threw her arms round his neck and 
burst into tears. A very tender scene ensued, which the 

• We are not masters of the whole vocabulary. See any novel l>y any 
literary lady. 
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sympathetic susceptibilities of the soft-hearted reader can 
more accurately imagine than we can delineate. But when 
Marionetta hinted that she was to leave the Abbey imme¬ 
diately, Seytbrop snatched from its repository his ancestor’s 
skull, filled it with Madeira, and presenting himself before 
Mr. Glowry, threatened to drink off the contents if Mr. 
dowry did not immediately promise that Marionette 
should not be taken from the Abbey without her own con¬ 
sent. Mr. Glowry, who took the Madeira to 'be some 
deadly brewage, gave the required promise in dismal panic. 
Scythrop returned to Marionetta with a joyful heart, and 
drank the Madeira by the way. 

Mr. Glowry, during his residence in London, had come 
to an agreement with his friend Mr. Toobad, that a match 
between Scythrop and Mr. Toobad’s daughter would be a 
very desirable occurrence. She was finishing her education 
ill a German convent, but Mr. Toobad described her as 
being fully impressed with the truth of his Aliriinanic * 
philosophy, and being altogether as gloomy and antithalian 
a young lady as Mr. Glowry himself could desire for the 
future mistress of Nightmare Abbey. She had a great 
fortune in her own right, which was not, as we have seen, 
without its weight in inducing Mr. Glowry to set his heart 
upon her as his daughter-in-law that was to be; he was 
therefore very much disturbed by Scythrop’s untoward 
attachment to Marionetta. He condoled on the occasion 
with Mr. Toobad ; who said, that he had been too long 
accustoiiied to the intermeddling of the devil in all his 
affairs, to lx* astonished at this new trace of his cloven claw; 
but that he hoped to outwit him yet, for he was sure there 
could be no comparison between his daughter and jMario- 

• Ahrimanosi, in the Vorsian mythology, is the evil power, the prince of the 
kingduiii of iliirknotis. He is the rival of Oromazcf!, the prince of the kingdom 
of light. These two powers have dividwl and equal dominion. Soinetimes one 
of the two has u teii)]>urary supremacy.—According to Mr. Tcobail, the present 
period would Ih* the reign of Ahrimaiies. Lord Byron seems to be of the same 
opinion, by the use he has made of Ahrimaiies in “Manfreil;’' where the 
great Alastor, or Ketxef Aeu/x6>v, of Persia, is hailed king of the world by the 
Nmtcbis of Greece, in concert with three of the Scandinavian Valkyra?, under 
the name of the Destinies; the astrological spirits of the alchemists of the 
middle ages; an elemental xvitch, transplanted from Denmark to the Alps; 
and a chorus of Dr. Faustus’s devils, who come in the last act for a soul. It is 
difficult tot^niccive where this heterogeneous mythological company could 
have originally met, except at a ia6/e d'h/kc, like the six kings in ** Candide.** 
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netta in the mind of any one who had a proper perception 
of the fact, that, fhe world being a great theatre of evil, 
seriousness and solemnity are the characteristics of wisdom, 
and laughter and merriment make a human being no better 
than a baboon. Mr. dowry comforted himself with this 
view of the subject, and urged Mr. Toobad to expedite his 
daughter’s return from Oermany. Mr. Toobad said he 
was in daily expectation of her arrival in London, and 
would set off immediately to meet her, that he might lose 
no time in bringing her to Nightmare Abbey. “ Then,” 
he added, “ we shall si-e whether Thalia or Melpomene — 
whether the Allegra or the I’enserosa — will carry off the 
symbol of victory.”—“ 'I’here can be no doubt,” said Mr. 
(ilowi-y, “ which way the scale will incline, or Scythrop is 
no true scion of the venerable stem of the Glowrys.” 


CIIAP'J'Ell V. 

MAnioNETTA felt secure of Scythrop’s heart; and not¬ 
withstanding the difficulties that surrounded her, she could 
not debar herself from the pleasure of tormenting her 
lover, whom she kept in a perpetual fever. Sometimes 
she would meet him with the most unqualifcd affection ; 
sometimes with the most chilling indifference ; rousing him 
to anger by artiffeial coldness — softening him to love by 
eloquent tenderness—or inffaming him to jealousy by co¬ 
quetting with the Honourable Mr. Listless, who seemed, 
under her magical influence, to burst into sudden life, like 
the bud of the evening primrose. Sometimes she would sit 
by the piano, and listen with becoming attention to Scythrop’s 
pathetic remonstrances; but, in the most impassioned part 
of his oratory, she would convert all his ideas into a chaos, 
by striking up some Hondo Allegro, and saying, “ Is it not 
pretty ?” Scythrop would begin to storm ; and she would 
answer him with, 

** Zitti, zitti, piano, piano, 

Non faceiamo confusiunc,** 
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or some siniilar faeesia, till he would start away from her, 
and enclose himself in his tower/ in an agony of agitation, 
vowing to renounce her, and her whole sex, for ever ; and 
returning to her presence at the summons of the billet, 
which she never failed to send with many expressions of 
penitence and promises of amendment. Scythrop’s schemes 
for regenerating the world, and detecting liis seven golden 
candlesticks, went on very slowly in this fever of his 
spirit. 

Tilings proceeded in this train for several days; and 
J\fr. (dowry began to be uneasy at receiving no intelligence 
from illr. Tooiiad; when one evening the latter rushed 
into tlie library, where the family and the vi.sitcrs were as- 
.sembled, vociferating, “ The devil is come among you, 
having great wrath !” He then drew Mr. (dowry aside 
into another apartment, and after remaining some time to¬ 
gether, they re-entered the library with faces of great dis¬ 
may, but did not condescend to explain to any one the 
cause of their discomfiture. 

The next morning, early, Mr. I'oobad departed. Mr. 
(dowry sighed and groaned all day, and said not a word to 
any one. Scythrop had quarrelled, as usual, with Mario- 
netta, and was enclosed in his tower, in a fit of morbid 
sensibility. Marionetta was comforting herself at the 
piano, with singing the airs of Nina paaxa per umore; 
and the Honourable Mr. Listless was listening to the har¬ 
mony, as he lay supine on the sofa, with a book in bis 
hand, into which he peejied at intervals. The Reverend 
Mr. Larynx approached the sofa, and proposed a game at 
billiards. 

THE IlONOUBABI.K MR. EISTLESS. 

Billiards! Really I should be very happy ; but, in 
my present exhausted state, the exertion is too much for 
me. I do not know when I have been equal to such an effort. 
(^He rang the tmtl for liis valet. Fatout entered.) Fatout! 
when did 1 play at billiards last } 

FATOUT. 

Daiburteen December de last year, Monsieur. {Fatout 
bowed and retired.) 



NIGHTMAHE ABBEY. 


103 


THE HONOURABLE MR. LISTLESS. 

So it was. Seven months ago. Y ou see^ Mr. Larynx ; 
you see, sir. My nerves,’ Miss O’Carroll, my nerves are 
shattered. I have been advised to try Bath. Some of the 
faculty recommend Cheltenham. J think of trying both, 
as the seasons don’t clash. The season, you know, Mr. 
Larynx—the season. Miss O'Carroll—the season is every 
thing. 

MABIONETTA. 

And health is something. A^'cst-ci; pax, Mr. Larynx ? 

THE REVEIIENI) MR. LAItYNX. 

Most assuredly, Jfiss O’Carroll. h’or, however rea- 
soners may dispute about the xummum honum, none of 
them will deny that a very good dinner is a very good 
tiling: and what is a good dinner without a good appetite? 
and whence is a good appetite but from good health ? 
Now, Cheltenham, Mr. Listless, is famous for good appe¬ 
tites. 


THE HONOUBABLE MR. LISTLESS. 

The best piece of logic 1 ever heard, Mr. Larynx ; the 
very best, I assure you. I have thought very seriously of 
Cheltenham : very seriously and profoundly. I thought 
of it — let me see — when did J think of it? {lie rung 
again, and Fatuut re-ap}>eared.) Fatout! when did I 
think of going to Cheltenham, and did not go ? 

FATOUT. 

T)e Juillet twer.ty-von, de last summer. Monsieur. 
{Fatout retired.) 

THE honourable MB. LISTLESS. 

So it was. An invaluable fellow that, Mr. Larynx — 
invaluable. Miss O’fiarroll. 

MARION ETTA. 

So I should judge, indeed. lie seems to serve you as a 
walking memory, and to be a living chronicle, not of your 
actions only, but of your thoughts. 

THE honourable MR. LISTLESS. 

An excellent definition of the fellow. Miss O’Carroll, — 
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excellent, upon my honour. Ha ! ha ! he ! Heigho ! 
Laughter is pleasant, but the exertion is too much for me. 

A parcel was brought in for Mr. Listless; it had been 
sent express. Fatout was summoned to unpack it ; and it 
proved to contain a new novel, and a new poem, both of 
which had long been anxiously expected by the whole host 
of fashionable readers; and the last number of 'a popular 
Review, of which the editor and his coadjutors were in 
high favour at court, and enjoyed ample pensions* for 
their services to church and state. As Fatout left the 
room, Mr. Flosky entered, and curiously inspected the 
literary arrivals. 

«R. FLOSKV. 

( Turning over the leaves.) “ Hevilman, a novel.” Hm. 
Hatred—revenge—misanthropy—and quotations from 
the litble. Ilm. This is the morbid anatomy of black 
bile. — “Paul Jones, a poem.” Hm. 1 see how it is. 
Paul Jones, an amiable enthusiast—disappointed in his 
aftections"—turns pirate from ennui and magnanimity — 
cuts various masculine throats, wins various feminine 
hearts — is hanged at the yard-arm ! The catastrophe is 

very awkward, and very unpoetical_“ The Downing 

Street Review.” Hm. ’First article —An Ode to the 
Red Book, by Roderick Sackbut, Esquire. Hm. His own 
poem reviewed by himself. Hm-m-m. • 

(il/r. Ploshg proceeded in silence to look over the other 
articles of the review; Marioiietta inspected the 
novel, and Mr. TJstless the poem.) 

THE HEVEHF.Nn MR. LARVNX. 

For a young man of fashion and family, Mr. Listles.s, 
you seem to be of a very studious turn. 

THE HONOURABLE MB. LISTLESS. 

Studious! You are pleased to be facetious, Mr. 
I.arynx. 1 hope you do not suspect me of being studious. 
1 have finished my education. But there are some fashion¬ 
able books that one must read, because they are ingredients 

* “ l*ENa*o\. V.Ty given to a slave of state lor treason to liU country.” — 
JouNSON’s Dictionart/. 
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of the talk of the day; otherwise, I am no fonder of books 
than I dare say you yourself are, Mr. Larynx. 

THE REVEREND MR. LARYNX. 

AVhy, sir, 1 cannot say that I am indeed particularly 
fond of books ; yet neither can I say that I never do read. 
A tale or a poem, now and then, to a circle of ladies over 
their work, is no very heterodox emplojment of the vocal 
ener{!;y. And I must say, for myself, that few' men have 
a more .Tob-like endurance of the eternally recurring ques¬ 
tions ami answers that interweave themselves, on these 
occasions, with the crisis of an adventure, and heighten 
the distress of a tragedy. 

THE UONOURAULE MR. LISTLESS. 

And very often make the distress when the author has 
omitted it. 


MAmoNETTA. 

I shall try your patience some rainy morning, Mr. 
Larynx; and Mr. Listless shall recominend us the very 
newest new book, that every body reads. 

THE llONOtlHABLE MR. LISTLESS. 

You shall receive it, Miss O’Carroll, with all the gloss of 
novelty; fresh as a ripe green-gage in all the downiness of 
its bloom. A mail-coach copy from Edinburgh, forwarded 
exjtress from London. 

MR. I'LOSKY. 

This rage for novelty is the bane of literature. Except 
my works and those of my particular friends, nothing is 
good that is not as old as Jeremy Taylor: and, etitre noun, 
the best parts of my friends’ books were either written or 
suggested by myself. 

THE HONOURABLE MR. LISTLESS. 

Sir, 1 reverence yon. Hut I must say, modern books 
are very consolatory and congenial to my i'eelings. 'J'here 
is, as it w'ere, a delightful north-east wind, an intellectual 
blight breathing through them; a delicious misanthropy 
and discontent, that demonstrates the nullity of virtue and 
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energy, and puts me in good humour with myself and my 
sofa. 

MB. FtOSKT. 

Very true, sir. Modern literature is a north-east .wind 
— a blight of the human soul. I take credit to myself for 
having helped to make it so. The way to produce fine 
fruit is to blight the flower. You call this a paradox. 
Marry, so be it. Ponder thereon. 

Tlu' conversation was interrupted Viy the re-appearance of 
Mr. I’oobad, covered with mud. lie just sliowcd himself 
at the door, muttered “ The devil is come among you ! ” 
and vanished. 'J’he road which connected Nightmare 
Abliey with the civilised world, was artificially raised above 
the level of the fens, and ran through them in a straight 
line as far as the eye could reach, with a ditch on each 
side, of which the water was rendered invisible by the 
aquatic vegetation that covered the surface. Into one of 
these ditches the sudden action of a shy horse, w'hich took 
fright at a windmill, had precij)itated the travelling chariot 
of Mr. Toobad, who hail been reduced to the necessity of 
scrambling in dismal plight through the wiiulow. One of 
the wheels was found to be broken ; and Mr. Toobad, 
leaving the postilion to get the chariot as well as he could 
to (flaydyke for the purposes of cleaning and rejiairing, had 
walked back to Nightmare Abbey, followed by his servant 
with the imperial, and repeating all the w'ay his favourite 
quotation from the llevelations; 


CHAPTER VI. 

■ 

< Mb. Toobad had found his daughter Cclinda in London, 
and after the first joy of meeting was over, told her he had 
a husband ready for her. The young lady replied, very 
gravely, that she should take the liberty to choose for her¬ 
self. M» Toobad said he saw the devil was determined to 
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interfere with all his projects, but he was resolved on his 
own part, not to have on. his conscience the crimn of passive 
obedience and non-resistance to Lucifer, and therefore she 
should marry the person he had chosen for her. Miss 
Toobad replied, trrit post'ment, she assuredly would not. 
“ Celinda, delmda,’’ said Mr. Toobad, “ you most assuredly 
shall.” — “ Have I not a fortune in my own right, sir.?' ” 
said Cidinda. “ The more is the pity,” said Mr. Toobad : 
“ but I can find means, miss; I can find means. There 
arc more ways than one of breaking in obstinate girls.” 
They parted for the night with the expression of opposite 
resolutions, and in the morning the young lady's chamlx'r 
was found empty, and what was become of her Mr. Toobad 
had no clue to conjecture. He continued to investigate 
torvn and country in search of her ; visiting and revisiting 
Nightmare Abbey at intervals, to consult with his friend, 
Mr. dowry. Mr. (ilowry agreed with Mr. Toobad that 
this was a very flagrant instance of filial disobedience and 
rebellion ; and Mr. Toobad declared, that when he dis¬ 
covered the fugitive, she should find that “ the devil was 
come unto her, having great wrath.” 

In the evening, the whole party met, as usual, in the 
library. Marionetta sat at the harp ; the Honourable Mr. 
Listless sat by her and turned over her music, though the 
exertion was almost too much for him. The Keverend 
Mr. Larynx relieved him occasionally in this delightful 
labour. Scythrop, tormented by the demon Jealousy, sat 
in the corner biting his lips and fingers. Marionetta 
looked at him every now and then with a smile of most 
provoking good humour, which he pretended not to see, 
and which only the more exasperated his troubled spirit. 
He took down a volume of Dante, and pretended to be 
deeply interested in the Purgatorio, though he knew not a 
word he was reading, as Marionetta was well aware ; who, 
tripping across the room, peeped into his book, and said to 
him, “ I see you are in the middle of Purgatory.”—“ I am 
in the middle of hell,” said Scythrop furiously. " Are 
you? ” said she; then come across the room, and I will 
sing you the finale of Don Giovanni.” 

“ Let me alone,” said Scythrop. Marionetta looked at 

I 
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him with a deprecating smile, and said, ‘‘ You unjust, cross 
creature, you.” — “ Let me alone,” said Scythrop, but 
much less emphatically than at ‘first, and by no means 
wishing to be taken at his word. Marionetta left him im- 
mediately,^and returning to the harp, said, just loud enough 
for Scythrop to hear — “ Did you ever read Dante, Mr. 
Listless.'* Scythrop is reading Dante, and is just now in 
Purgatory.” — “ And I,” said the Honourable Mr. List¬ 
less, “ am not reading Dante, and am just now in Para¬ 
dise,” bowing to Marionetta. j 

MARIONETTA. 

You are very gallant, Mr. Listless; and 1 dare say you 
are very fond of reading Dante. 

THE IIONOUIIABLE MR. I.ISTI.ESS. 

I don’t know how it is, but Dante never came in my 
way till lately. I never had him in my collection, and if 
1 had had him I shoidd not have read him. But 1 find 
he is growing fashionable, and 1 am afraid I must read 
him some wet morning. 

MARIONETTA. 

No, read him some evening, by all means. Were you 
ever in love, Mr. Listless > 

THE IIONOUBABLE MB. I.tSn.ES.S. 

I assure you. Miss O’Carroll, never — till I came to 
Nightmare Abbey. 1 dare say it is very pleasant ; but it 
seems to give so much trouble that I fear the exertion 
would be too much for me. 

MARIONETTA. 

Shall I teach you a compendious method of courtship, 
that will give you no trouble whatever ? 

THE IIONOVRABEE MR. L1STI.ESS. 

You will confer on me an inexpressible obligation. I 
am all impatience to learn it. 

MARIONETTA. 

Sit with your back to the lady and read Dante ; only be 
sure to begin in the middle, and turn over three or four 
pages at ajice — backwards as well as forwards, and she 
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will immeiliately perceive that you are desperately in love 
with lier - ilespeialely., 

(TVh; Ifoiioiirali/ti Mr. IJutlcss silting hctwivn Srglhrop 
and Marioiiitta, and fi.ring all his attention on the 
beantifnt .speaker, did not uhserre Scythrop, who was 
doing as she, de.serihed.) 

THE HONid KABEE MB. EISTI.ESS. 

You are pleased to he facetious. Miss O'tiarroll. The 
lady would iiifallihly conclude that J was the greatest brute 
in town. 


MARIONETTA 

Far from it. She would say, perhaps, some people have 
odd methods of showing their aflectiou. 

THE IIONOUHABLE MU. MSTEESS. 

But I should think, with suhmi.ssion- 

MU. FLosKV'. (.Joining them from another part of the 
room.) 

Did I not hear Mr. Listless observe that Dante is be¬ 
coming fashionable f 

THE IIONOUnABEE MU. IJSTEESS. 

I did hazard a remark to that effect, Mr. Flosky, though 
I sjteak on such subjects with a consciousne.ss of iny own 
nothingness, in the presence of so great a man as Mr. 
Flosky. I know not what is the colour of Dante’s devilii, 
but as he is certainly becoming fashionable 1 conclude they 
are blue ; for the blue devils, as it seems to me, Mr. Flosky, 
constitute the fundamental feature of fashionable literature. 

sin. EEOSKY. 

The blue are, indeed, the staple commodity ; but as 
they will not always be commanded, the black, red, and 
grey may be admitted as substitutes. Tea, late dinners, 
and the French Bevolution, have played the devil, Mr. 
Listless, and brought the devil into play. 

Mn. TooBAB (starting up). 

Having great wrath. 
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MU. PI.OSKY. 

This is no play upon words, but the sober sadness of 
veritable fact. 


THE IIONOUHABLE MU. I.ISTLESS. 

Tea, late dinners, and the French Revolution. I can¬ 
not exactly see the connection of ideas. 

MB. KEOSKY. 

I shou’d be sorry if you could; I pity the man who can 
see the cinn?ction of his own ideas. Still more do I pity 
him, tht! connection of whose ideas any other person can 
see. Sir, the great evil is, that there is too much common¬ 
place light in our moral and political literature ; and light 
is a great enemy to mystery, and mystery is a great friend 
to enthusiasm. Now the enthusiasm for abstract truth is 
an exceedingly fine thing, as long as the truth, which is 
the object of the enthusiasm, is so completely abstract as to 
bt' altogether out of the reach of the human faculties ; and, 
in that sense, I have myself an enthusiasm for truth, but in 
no other, for the pleasure of metaphysical investigation lies 
in the means, not in the end; and if the end could V)e 
found, tlie pleasure of the means would cease. The mind, 
to be kept in health, must l)e kept in exercise. The proper 
exercise of the mind is elaborate reasoning. Analytical 
reasoning is a base and mechanical process, which takes to 
pieces and examines, hit by bit, the rude material of know¬ 
ledge, and extracts therefrom a few hard and obstinate 
things called facts, every thing in the shape of which 1 
cordially hate. Rut synthetical reasoning, setting up as its 
goal some unattainable abstraction, like an imaginary quan¬ 
tity in algebra, and commencing its course with taking for 
granted some two assertions which cannot be proved, from 
the union of these two assumed truths produces a third 
assumption, and so on in iiiflnite scries, to the unspeakable 
benefit of the human intellect. The beauty of this process 
is, that at every step it strikes out into two branches, in a 
compound ratio of ramification ; so that you are perfectly 
sure of losing your way, and keeping your mind in perfect 
health, by the perpetual exercise of an interminable quest; 
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and for these reasons I have christened iny eldest son 
Kmanuel Kant Flosky.. 

THK BEVEBEND MB. LABYNX. 

Nothing can be more luminous. 

THE HONOUBABLE MR. LIST!,ESS. 

And what has all that to do with Daiite, and the blue 
devils ? 

MU. HIEABY. 

Not much, 1 should think, with Dante, but a great deal 
with the blue devils. 


MB. FEOSKY. 

It is very certain, and much to he rejoiced at, that our 
literature is hag-ridden. Tea has shattered our nerves ; 
late dinners make us slaves of indigestion; the k'rench 
Revolution has made us shrink from the name of philo¬ 
sophy, and has destroyed, in the more refined jrart of the 
community (of which number I am one), all enthusiasm 
for political liberty. 'I’hat part of the reading public 
which shuns the soliil food of reason for the light diet of 
fiction, requires a pcr|)etual adhihition of naucc piquantc to 
the palate of its depraved imagination. It lived upon 
ghosts, goblins, and skeletons (I and my friend Mr. 
Sarkbut served up a few of the best), till even the devil 
himself, though magnified to the size of Mount Athos, 
became too base, common, and popular, for its surfeited 
appetite. The ghosts have therefore been laid, and the 
devil has been east into outer darkness, and now the 
delight of our spirits is to dwell on all the vices and 
blackest passions of our nature, tricked out in a masque¬ 
rade dress of heroism and disappointed benevolence; the 
whole secret of which lies in forming combinations that 
contradict all our cxpeiience, and affixing the purple shred 
of some particular virtue to that precise character, in 
which we should be most certain not to finil it in the 
living world; and making this' single virtue Jiot only 
redeem all the real and manifest vices of the character, but 
make them actually pass for necessary adjuncts, and indis¬ 
pensable accompaniments and characteristics of the said 
virtue. 

I 3 
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MB. TOOBAD. 

That is, because the devil is cojne among us, and finds 
it for his interest to destroy all our perceptions of the dis¬ 
tinctions of right and wrong. 

MABIONETTA. 

I do not precisely enter into your meaning, Mr. Flosky, 
and should be glad if you would make it a little more 
jJain to me. 

MB. FLOSKY. 

One or two e.\amples will tlo it. Miss O’Carroll. If I 
were to take all the mean and sordid qualities of a money¬ 
dealing .Jew, and tack on to them, as with a nail, the 
quality of extreme benevolence, 1 should have a very 
decent hero for a modern novel ; and should contribute my 
quota to the fashionable method of administering a mass 
of vice, under a thin and unnatural covering of virtue, like 
a spider wrapt in a bit of gold leaf, and administered as a 
wholesome jrill. f)n the same principle, if a man knocks 
me down, and takes my purse and watch by main force, I 
turn him to account, and set him forth in a tragedy as a 
dashing young fellow, disinherited for his romantic gene¬ 
rosity, and full of a most amiable hatred of the world in 
general, and his own country in particular, and of a most 
enlightened and chivalrous affection for himself; then, 
with the addition of a wild girl to fall in love with him, 
and a series of adventures in which they break all the Ten 
Commandments in succession (always, you will observe, 
for some sublime motive, which must be carefully analysed 
in its progress), I have as amiable a pair of tragic charac¬ 
ters as ever issued from that new region of the belles 
lettres, which I have called the Morbid Anatomy of Black 
Bile, and which is greatly to be admired and rejoiced at, 
as affording a fine scope for the exhibition of mental 
power. 

MR. BILABY. 

Which is about as well employed as the power of a hot¬ 
house would be in forcing up a nettle to the size of an 
elm. If we go on in this way, we shall have a new art 
of poetry, of which one of the first rules will be: To 
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rememlier to forget that there are any such things as 
sunshine and music in Uie world. 

THE IIONOIIIIABI.E MB. I.ISTLESS. 

It seems to be the case with us at jrrcseiit, or we should 
not have interrupted Miss O’OrroH’s music witli this 
exceedingly dry conversation. 

Mtt. FLOSKY. 

I should be most liappy if Miss O’Carroll would remind 
us that there are yet both music and sunshine- 

THE IIO.VOrHAIlr.E MB. I.ISTJ.ESS. 

In the voice and the smile of beauty. May I entreat 
the favour of — {turninff over the. piiyes of mugic.) 

All were silent, and Marionetta sung: — 

Why an* lliv looks so blank, ^rey friar? 

Why are thy looks so blue ? 

Thou scpiirsf iruvrt* jtale and lank, grey friar, 

'i'lian thou wast used to d<i: — 

Say, what ha* made thee rue? 

Thy form w,as plump, and a light did shine 
In thv round and ruby face. 

Which bhowed an outward viKihlesign 
Of an inward spiritual grace : — 

Say, what has changed thy case? 

Yet will I tell thee true, grey friar, 

1 very well can see, 

Tliat, if thy iook-i are blue, grey friar, 

’'I* IS all for love of 
*Tis all fo/ love of me. 

But breathe nut thy vows to me, grey ftiar, 

Oh. Iireathc them not, I prav ; 

For ill beseems in a reverend friar. 

The love of a mortal may; 

And 1 needs must say thee nay. 

But, could*8t thou think mv heart to move 
With that pale and silent scowl ? 

Know, he who would win a maideirs love. 

Whether clad in cap or cowl. 

Must be more of a lark than an owl. 

Scythrop immediately replaced Dante on the shelf, and 
joined the circle round the beautiful singer. Marionetta 
gave him a smile of approbation that fully restored his 
complacency, and they continued on the best possible terms 
during the remainder of the evening. The Honourable 
Mr. Listless turned over the leaves with double alacrity, 
saying, “ You are severe upon invalids. Miss O’Carroll: 

I 4 
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to escape your satire, I must try to be sprightly, though 
the exertion is too much for me.” 


CHAPTER VII. 

A NEW visitor arrived at the Abbey, in the person of Mr. 
Asterias, the ichtliyologist. This gentleman had passed 
his life in seeking the living wonders of the deep through 
the four quarters of the world; he had a cabinet of stuffed 
and dried fishes, of shells, sea-weeds, corals, and madre¬ 
pores, that was the admiration and envy of the Iloyal 
Society, lie had penetrated into the watery den of the 
Sepia Octopus, disturbed the conjugal happiness of that 
turtle-dove of the ocean, and come off victorious in a san¬ 
guinary conflict. He had been l)ecalmed in the tropical 
seas, and had watched, in eager expectation, though un¬ 
happily always in vain, to see the colossal polypus rise 
from the water, and entwine its enormous arms round the 
masts and the rigging. He maintained the origin of all 
things from water, and insisted that the polypodes were 
the first of animated things, and that, from their round 
bodies and in any-shooting arms, the Hindoos had taken 
their gods, the most ancient of deities. But the chief 
object of his ambition, the end and aim of his researches, 
was to discover a triton and a mermaid, the existence of 
which he most potently and implicitly believed, and was 
prepared to demonstrate, « priori, d posteriori, d fortiori, 
synthetically and analytically, syllogistically and induc¬ 
tively, by arguments deduced both from acknowledged 
facts and plausible hypotheses. A report that a mermaid 
had been seen “ sleeking her soft alluring locks ” on the 
sea-coast of Lincolnshire, had brought him in great haste 
from London, to pay a long-promised and often-postponed 
visit to his old acquaintance, Mr. dowry. 

Mr. Asterias was accompanied by his son, to whom he 
had given-the name of Aquarius— flattering himself that 
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he wouldj. in the process of time, become a constellation 
among the stars of ichthyological science. What charita¬ 
ble female had lent him' the mould in which this son was 
cast, no one pretended to know; and, as he never dropped 
the most distant allusion to Aquarius’s mother, some of 
the wags of London maintained that he had received the 
favours of a mermaid, and that the scientific perquisitions 
A'hich kept him always prowling about the sea-shore, were 
directed by the less philosophical motive of regaining his 
lost love. 

Mr. Asterias perlustrated the sea-coast for several days, 
and reaped disappointment, but not despair. One night, 
shortly after his arrival, he was sitting in one of the 
windows of the library, looking towards the sea, when his 
attention was attracted by a figure which was itioving near 
the edge of the surf, and which was dimly visible through 
the nioonle.ss summer night. Its motions were irregular, 
like those of a person in a stau- of inilecision. It had ex¬ 
tremely long hair, which floated in the wind. Whatever 
else it might Ik;, it ceitainly was not a fisherman. It 
might be a lady ; but it was neither Mrs. Hilary nor Miss 
O’Ciarroll, for they were both in the library. It might be 
irae of the female servants ; but it had too much grace, and 
too striking an air of habitual liberty, to render it probable. 
Hesides, wdiat should one of the female servants be doing 
there at this hour, moving to and fro, as it seemed, without 
any visible purpose ? It could scarcely be a stranger ; for 
(llayuyke, the nearest village, was ten miles distant; and 
what female would come ten miles across the fens, for no 
purpose but to hover over the surf under the walls of 
Nightmare Abbey ? Might it not be a mermaid ? It was 
possibly a iqermaid. It was probably a mermaid. It was 
very probably a mermaid. Nay, what else could it be but 
a mermaid.'’ It certainly was a mermaid. Mr. Asterias 
stole out of the library on tiptoe, with his finger on his 
lips, having beckoned Aquarius to follow him. 

The rest of -the party was in great surprise at Mr. As. 
terias’s movement, and some of them approached the win¬ 
dow to see if the locality would tend to elucidate the 
mystery. Presently they saw him and Aquarius cautiously 
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Stealing along on the other side of the moat, but they 
saw nothing more ; and Mr. Asterias returning, told them, 
with accents of great disappointment, that he had liad a 
glimpse of a mermaid, but she had eluded him in the 
darkness, and was gone, be presumed, to sup with some 
enamoured triton, in a submarine grotto. 

‘‘ Hut, seriously, Mr. Asteria.',” said the Honourable Mr. 
Listles!!, “do you positively believe there are such things 
as mermaids 

MR. ASTKRIAS. 

Most assuredly; and tritons too. 

THE HONOURABLE MR. I.ISTUE.SS. 

What! things that are half human and half fish ? 

MB. ASTEUIAS. 

Precisely. 1'hey are the oran-outangs of the sea. But 
I am jiersuadcd that there are also complete sea men, dif¬ 
fering in no respect from us, but that they are stupid, and 
covered with scales ; for, tliough our organisation seems 
to exclude us essentially from the class of amjthibious 
animals, yet anatomists well know that the foramen ovale 
may remain open in an adult, and that respiration is, in 
that case, A)t necessary to life : and how can it be other¬ 
wise explained that the Indian divers, employed in the 
pearl fishery, pass whole hours under the water ; and that 
the famous Swedish gardener of Troningholm lived a day 
and a half under the ice without being drowned } A 
nereid, or mermaid, was taken in the year 1403 in a 
.Dutch lake, and was in every respect like a French woman, 
except that she did not speak. Towards the end of the 
seventeenth century, an English ship, a hundred and fifty 
leagues from land, in the Greenland seas, discovered a 
flotilla of sixty or seventy little skiff’s, in each of which was 
a triton, or sea man: at the approach of the English 
vessel the whole of them, seized with simultaneous fear, 
disappeared, skiff’s and all, under the water, as if they had 
been a human variety of the nautilus. The illustrious 
Don Feijoo has preserved an authentic and well-attested 
story of ^ young Sjtaniard, named Francis de la Vega, who, 
bathing with some of his friends in June, 1674, suddenly 
dived under the sea and rose no more. His friends thought 
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him drowned: they were plebeians and pious Catholics; 
but a philosopher might yery legitimately have drawn the 
same conclusion. 

TIIK llEVERENn Mn. LARYNX. 

Nothing could be more logical. 

MR. ASTEBTAS. 

Five years afterwards, some fishermen near Cadiz found 
in their nets a trilon, or sea man ; they spoke to him in 
several languages- 

THE HBVERENI) MR. I.ARYNX. 

They were very learned fishermen. 

MR. IlJl.ARV. 

They had the gift of tongues by especial favour of their 
brother fisherman. Saint Peter. 

THE llONoeRABt.E MR. LISTLESS. 

Is Saint Peter the tutelar saint of Cailiz ? 

(jVoj/c «/■ f/ir (■(ini)iam/ could aiixwer this question, and 
Mr. Asturias proceeded.) 

They spoke to him in several languages, but he was as 
mute as a fish. They haniled him over to some holy friars, 
who exorcised him ; but the devil was mute too. After 
some days he pronounced the name Lierganes. A monk 
took him to that village. His mother and brothers recog¬ 
nised and ('inbraced him ; but he was as insensible to their 
caresses as any other fish would have been. He had some 
scales on his body,which dropped off'by degrees; but his skin 
was as hard and rough as shagreen. He stayed at home 
nine years, without recovering his speech or his reason : he 
then disappeared again ; and one of his old acquaintance, 
some years after, saw him pop his head out of the water 
near the coast of the Asturias. These facts were certified 
by his brothers, and by Don Gaspardo de la Riba Aguero, 
Knight of Saint James, who lived near Lierganes, and 
often had the pleasure of our triton’s company to dinner. 
— Pliny mentions an embassy of the Olyssiponians to 
Tiberius, to give him intelligence of a triton which had 
been heard playing on its shell in a certain cave; with 
several other authenticated facts on the subject of tritons 
and nereids. 
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THE HONOUKABI.E MR. LISTLESS. 

You astonish me. 1 have been much on the sea.shore, 
in tile season, but 1 do not think I ever saw a mermaid. 
(^He rang, and simmourd Fafnnt, who made his appearance 
half-seas-over,') Fatout! did I ever see a mermaid ^ 

FA TOUT. 

Mermaid ! mcr-r-m-m-aid! Ah ! merry maid ! Oui, 
monsieur! Yes, sir, very many. ] vish dere vas von or 
two here in de kitchen —ma loi ! l)ey be all as melan¬ 
cholic as so many tombstone. 

THE HONOURABLE MR. LISTLESS. 

1 mean, Fatout, an odd kind of human fish. 

FATOUT. 

T)e odd fish 1 Ah, oui ! 1 understand de phrase : ve 

have seen nothing else since ve left town — ma foi! 

THE IIONOUnARLE MU. LISTLESS. 

You seem to have a cup too much, sir. 

FATOUT. 

Non, monsieur : de cup too little. De fen ho very un¬ 
wholesome, and I drink-a.de ponch vid Haven tie butler, 
to keep out de bad air. 

THE IIONOIUI ABLE MR. LISTLESS. 

Fatout! I insist on your being sober. 

FATOUT. 

f)ui, monsieur ; I vil be as sober as de n'verendissime 
pere Jean. 1 should be ver glad of de merry maid ; but 
de butler be do odd fish, and he swim in de bowl de ponch. 
Ah ! ah ! I do recollect de leetle-a song : — “ Aliout fair 
maids, and about fair maids, and about my merry maids 
all.” (^Fatout reeled out, singing.) 

THE HONOURABLE MB. LISTLESS. 

I am overwhelmed: 1 never saw the raseal in such a 
condition before. But will you allow me, Mr. Astcrias, to 
inquire into the eui hono of all the pains and expense you 
have incurred to discover a mermaid } The cni bono, sir, 
i8.itle question I always take the liberty to ask when I see 
any onS taking much trouble for any object. I am myself 
a sort of Signor Pococurante, and should like to know if 
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there be any thing better or pleasanter, than the state of 
existing and doing nothing ? 

JUn. ASTERIAS. ' 

I have made many voyages, Mr. Listless, to remote and 
barren shores: I have travelled over desert and inhospitable 
lands: I have defied danger — I have endured fatigue — 
1 have submitted to privation. In the midst of these I 
have experienced pleasures which 1 would not at any time 
have exchanged for that of existing and doing nothing. 1 
have known many evils, but I have never known the worst 
of all, which, as it seems to me, arc those which are com¬ 
prehended in the inexhaustible varieties of mnui: s])leen, 
chagrin, vaiiours, blue devils, time-killing, discontent, mis- 
antiiropy, and all their interminable train of fretfulness, 
(juerulousness, suspicions, jealousies, and fears, which have 
alike infected society, and the literature of society ; and 
which would make an arctic ocean of the human mind, if 
the more humane pursuits of ]diilosophy and science did 
not keej) alive the better feelings and more valuable energies 
of our nature. 


THE IIONOl'UAni.K Mil. LISTEKSS. 

You are pleased to be severe upon our fashionable belles 
lettre.s. 


MU. AS’TEKIAS. 

Surely not without reason, when pirates, highwaymen, 
and other varieties of the extensive genus Marauder, are 
the only bam id/al of the active, as splenetic and railing 
misanthropy is of the speculative energy. A gloomy brow 
and a tragical voice seem to have been of late the charac¬ 
teristics of fashionable manners: ami a morbid, withering, 
deadly, antisocial sirocco, loaded with moral and political 
despair, breathes through all the groves and valleys of the 
modern Parnassus; while science moves on in the calm 
dignity of its course, affording to youth delights equally 
pure and vivid — to maturity, calm and grateful occui>a- 
tion — to old age, the most pleasing recollections and in. 
exhaustible materials of agreeable and salutary reflection ; 
and, while its votary enjoys the disinterested pleasure of 
enlarging the intellect and increasing the comforts of -.cciety. 
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he is liimself independent of the caprices of liumau inter¬ 
course and the accidents of luinian fortune. Tv'ature is his 
great and inexhaustible treasure." His days are always too 
short for his enjoyment; t’linid is a stranger to his door. 
At peace with the world and with his own mind, he suffices 
to himself, mahes all around him happy, and the close of 
his pleasing and heneficial existence is the evening of a 
beautiful day.* 

THE IIONOIIUABLE MU. I.ISTI.ltSS. 

Ileally 1 should like very well to lead such a life myself, 
but the exertion would be too much for me. Besides, I 
have been at college. I cotitrive to get through my day 
by sinking the morning in lx;d, and killing the evening in 
company ; dressing and dining in the intermediate space, 
and stojiping the chinks and crevices of the few vacant 
moments that remain with a little easy reading. And that 
amiable discontent and antisociality which yon re|)robate in 
our irrcsent drawing-room-table literature, 1 find, I doas.sure 
you, a very fine mental tonic, which reconciles me to my 
favourite pursuit of doing nothing, by showing me that no¬ 
body is worth doing any thing for. 

WAIllONKTTA. 

Hut is there not in such compositions a kind of uncon¬ 
scious self-detection, which seems to carry their own an¬ 
tidote with them ? For surely no one who cortlially and 
truly either hates or despises the world will publish a 
volume every three months to say so. 

MR. rnosKY. 

There is a secret in all this, which I will elucidate with 
a dusky remark. According to Berkeley, the esse of 
things is pereijii. They exist as they arc perceived. But, 
leavitig for the present, as far as relates to the material 
world, the materialists, hyloists, and antihyloists, to settle 
this point among them, which is indeed 

A subtle i]ueftion, rftised ninong 

Tliose out o’ tbeir wits, and tlioKe i’ the wrong: 

for only we transcendentalists are in the right: we may 
very safely assert that the ewe of happiness is percipi. 

* Seo Denys Montfort: HistoirGNaturelledcsMoIlusqncs: Vues Genirales. 
pp. 57,58. 
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It exists as it is perceived. “It is the mind that makcth 
well or ill.” The elements of pleasure and pain are every 
where. The degree of fiappiness that any circumstances 
or objects can confer on us depends on the mental dis¬ 
position with which we approacli them. If you consider 
what is meant by the common phrases, a happy dispo¬ 
sition and a discontented tein|)er, you will perceive that 
the truth for which I am contending is universally ad¬ 
mitted. 

{Mr. Floslcy nuddenhj stopped: he found him.'telf itnin- 
tentioually trespassing u-itliiii the limits of eorirmon 
sense.) 

MK. Ilir.ARY. 

It is very true; a happy disposition finds materials of 
enjoyment every where. In the city, or the country — in 
society, or in solitude — in the theatre, or the forest — in 
the hum of the multitude, or in the silence of the moun¬ 
tains, are alike materials of reflection and elemepts of 
pleasure. It is one mode of pleasure to listen to the 
music of “ Don (liovanni,” in a theatre glittering with 
light, and crowded with elegance and beauty: it is another 
to glide at sunset over the bosom of a lonely lake, where 
no sound disturbs the silence hut the motion of the boat 
through the waters. A hap))y disposition derives pleasure 
from both, a discontented temper from neither, hut is 
always busy in detecting deficiencies, and feeding dissatis¬ 
faction with courparisons. The one gathers all the flowers, 
the other all the nettles, in its path. The one has the 
faculty of enjoying every thing, the other of enjoying 
nothing. The one realists all the pleasure of the present 
good; the other converts it into pain, by pining after 
something better, which is only better because it is not 
present, and which, if it were present, would not be 
enjoyed. These morbid spirits are in life what professed 
critics are in literature; they see nothing but faults, be- 
cau.se they are predetermined to shut their eyes to beauties. 
Ihe criiic does his utmost to blight genius in its infancy; 
that which rises in spite of him he will not see ; and then 
he complains of the decline of literature. In like manner. 
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these cankers of society complain of human nature and 
society, when they have wilfully debarred themselves from 
all the good they contain, and done their utmost to blight 
their own happiness and that of all around them. Misan¬ 
thropy is sometimes the product of disappointed benevo¬ 
lence ; but it is more frequently the offspring of overween¬ 
ing and mortified vanity, quarrelling with the world for 
not being better treated than it deserves. 

scYTHKoe (to Maricmetta). 

These remarks are rather uncharitable. There is great 
good in human nature, but it is at present ill-conditioned. 
Ardent spirits cannot but be dissatisfied with things as 
they are ; and, according to their views of the probabilities 
of amelioration, they will rush into the extremes of either 
hope or despair — of which the first is enthusiasm, and 
the second misanthropy ; but their sources in this case are 
the same, as the Severn and the M''yo run in different 
directi|f)s, and both rise in I’linlimmoti. 

MARIONKTTA. 

“ And there is salmon in both ; ” for the resemblance is 
about as close as that between Maccdon and Monmouth. 


CIIAPTEK VIll. 

MAnioNETTA observed the next day a remarkable pertur¬ 
bation in Scythrop, for which she could not imagine any 
probable cause. She was willing to believe at first that it 
had some transient and trifling source, and would pass off 
in a day or two; but, contrary to this expectation, it daily 
increased. She was well aware that Scythrop had a strong 
tendency to the love of mystery, for its own sake; that is 
to say, he tvould employ mystery to serve a purpose, but 
would first choose bis purpose by its capability of mystery, 
lie seemed now to have more mystery on his hands than 
the laws of the system allowed, 'and to wear his coat of 
darkness Ifith an air of great discomfort. All her little 
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playful arts lost by degrees much of their power* either to 
irritate or to soothe; {ind the first perception of her 
diminished influence produced in her an immediate de¬ 
pression of spirits, and a consequent sadness of demeanour, 
that rendered her very interesting to Mr. dowry; who, 
liuly considering the improbability of accomplishing his 
wishes with respect to Miss Toobad (which improbability 
naturally increased in the diurnal ratio of that young 
lady’s absence), began to reconcile himself by degrees to 
the idea of Marionetta being his daughter. 

Marionetta made many ineflectual attempts to extract 
from Scythrop the secret of his mystery; and, in despair 
of drawing it from himself, began to form hopes that she 
might finti a clue to it from Mr. Flosky, who was Scy- 
throp’s dearest friend, and was more frequently than any 
other person admitted to his solitary tower. Mr. Flosky, 
however, had ceased to be visible in a morning. He was 
engaged in the composition of a dismal ballad^ and, 
Marionetta’s uneasiness overcoming her scruples of de¬ 
corum, she determined to seek him in the apartment which 
he luid chosen for his study. She tapped at the door, and 
at the sound “ Come in,” entered the apartment. It was 
noon, and the sun was shining in full splendour, much to 
the annoyance of Mr. Flosky, who liad obviated the incon¬ 
venience by closing the shutters, and drawing the window- 
curtains. He was sitting at his table by the light of a 
solitary candle, with a pen 'in one hand, and a muffineer 
in the other, with whieh he occasionally sprinkled salt on 
the wick, to make it burn blue. lie sate with “his eye 
in a fine frenzy rolling,” and turhed his inspired gaze on 
Marionetta as if she had been the ghastly ladie of a magi¬ 
cal vision ; then placed his hand before his eyes, with an 
appearance of manifest pain — shook his head — withdrew 
his hand — rubbed his eyes, like a waking man — and 
said, in a tone of ruefulness most jeremitaylorically 
pathetic, “ To what am I to attribute this very unex¬ 
pected pleasure, my dear Miss O'CarroU ” 

VARIONETTA. 

I must apologise for intruding on you, Mr. Flosky ; but 

K 
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the interest which I — you — take in my cousin Scy- 
throp- 

MB. FLOSKV. 

Pardon me. Miss O’C'arroll; I do not take any interest 
in any person or thing on the face of the earth; whicli 
sentiment, if you analyse it, you will find to be the quint- 
• essence of the most refined philanthroj)y. 

MAKIONHTTA. 

1 will take it for granted that it is so, Mr. Plosky ; 
I am not conversant with metaphysical subtleties, but- 

MR. FI.OSKV. 

Subtleties! my dear Miss O'Carroll. I am sorry to 
find you participating in the vulgar error of the rending 
pahUe, to whom an unusual collocation of words, involving 
.1 juxtaposition of antiperistatical ideas, immediately sug¬ 
gests the notion of liyperoxysophistical paradoxology. 

MARIONKTTA. 

Indeed, Mr. Flosky, it suggests no .»uch notion to me. 

I have sought you tor the purpose of obtaining inform¬ 
ation. 

Jilt. mosKV (xhiilfing hix hend). 

Ko one ever sought me for such a purpose before. 

SI A It ION ETTA. 

I think, Mr. Klosky — that is, I lielieve—that is, I 
fancy — that is, I imagine -- 

MU. rl.OSKV. 

Tlie ToiTitTTi, the id est, the vine, the e'ext a dire, the 
that ix, my dear Miss O’Carroll, is not ajiplicahle in this 
case — if you will permit me to take the lilKTty of saying 
so. Think is not synonymous with Itelieve — for belief, 
in many most important particulars, results from the total 
absence, the absolute negation of thought, and is thereby 
the sane and orthodox condition of mind; and thought 
and belief are lioth essentially difterent fjom fancy, and 
fancy,^ain, is distinct from imagination. This distinc¬ 
tion tetween fancy and imagination is one of the most 
fibstruse and important points of metaphysics. 1 have 
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written seven hundred pages of promise to elucidate it, 
which promise I shall Jceep as faithfully as the bank will 
its promise to pay. 

MABIONETTA. 

I assure you, Mr. Fiosky, I care no more about meta¬ 
physics than I do about the bank; and, if you will con¬ 
descend to talk to a simple girl in intelligible terms- ■ 

MB. FLOSKY. 

Say not condescend! Know you not that you talk to the 
most humble of men, to one who has buckled on the 
armour of sanctity, and clothed himself with humility as 
with a garment ^ 

MAUIONETTA. 

My cousin Scythrop has of late had an air of mystery 
about him, which gives me great uneasiness. 

aiK. FfiOSKV. 

That is strange: nothing is so becoming to a man as an 
air of mystery. Mystery is the very key-stone of all that 
is beautiful in poetry, all that is sacred in faith, and all 
that is recondite in transcendental psychology. I am 
writing a ballad which is all mystery; it is such stuff as 
dreams are made of,” and is, indeed, stuff made of a 
dream ; for, last night 1 fell asleep as usual over my book, 
and had a vision of pure reason. 1 composed five hundred 
lines in my sleep : so that, having had a dream of a ballad, 
1 am now officiating as my own Peter Quince, and making 
a ballad of my dream, and it shall be calleil Bottom’s 
Dream, because it has no bottom. 

MAlUONETTA. I 

1 sec, Mr, l'’losky, you think ray intrusion unseason¬ 
able, and are inclined to punish it, by talking nonsense.to 
me. {Mr. Flofikt/ gave a start at the word nonsense, which 
almost overturned the table.) I assure you, I would not 
have intruded if I had not been very much interested in 
the question I wish to ask you. — {Mr. Fiosky listened in 
sullen dignity.) — My cousin Scythrop seems to have 
some secret preying on his mind. — {Mr. Fiosky was 
silent.) — He seems very unhappy — Mr. Fiosky. — Per- 
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haps you are acquainted with the cause. — {Mr. Flashy 
was still silent.) — I only wish to know — Mr. Flosky — 
if it is any thing — that could be remedied by any thing — 
that any one — of whom I know any thing — could do. 

MB. FMSKY {after a pause). 

There are various ways of getting at secrets. The 
most approved methods, as recommended both theoretically 
and practically in philosophical novels, are eaves-dropping 
at key-holes, picking the locks of chests and desks, peeping 
into letters, steaming wafers, and insinuating hot wire 
under sealing wax ; none of which methods I hold it law¬ 
ful to practise. 

MABIONETTA. 

Surely, Mr. Flosky, you cannot suspect me of wishing 
to adopt or encourage such base and contemptible arts. 

MB. KJ.OSKV. 

Yet are they recommended, and with well-strung rea¬ 
sons, by writers of gravity and note, as simple and easy 
methods of studying character, and gratifying that laudable 
curiosity which aims at the knowledge of man. 

MABIONETTA. ^ 

I am as ignorant of this morality which you do not 
approve, as of the metaphysics which you do: 1 should be 
glad to know by your means, what is the matter with my 
cousin; I do not like to see him unhappy, and 1 suppose 
there is some reason for it. 

MB. FLOSKY. 

Now I should rather suppose there is no reason for it: 
it is the fashion to be unhappy. To have a reason for 
being so would be exceedingly common-place: to be so 
without any is the province of genius: the art of being 
miserable for misery’s sake, has been brought to great per¬ 
fection in our days; and the ancient Odyssey, which held 
forth a shining example of the endurance of real misfor- 
:t||ne, will give place to a modern one, setting out a more 
instructive picture of querulous impatience under imagi¬ 
nary. evils^^ 
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MABtONETTA. 

Will you oblige me,, Mr. Flosky, by giving me a plain 
answer to a plain question ? 

MB. FLOSKV. 

It is impossible, my dear Miss O’Carroll. I never gave 
a plain answer to a question in my life. 

MABIONETTA. 

Do you, or do you not, know what is the matter with 
ray cousin ? 

MB. FLOSKY. 

To say that I do not know, would be to say that I am 
ignorant of something; and God forbid, that a tran¬ 
scendental metaphysician, who has pure anticipated cog¬ 
nitions of every thing, and carries the whole science of 
geometry in his head without ever having looked into 
Kuclid, should fall into so empirical an error as to declare 
himself ignorant of any thing: to say that 1 do know, 
would be to pretend to positive and circumstantial know¬ 
ledge touching present matter of fact, which, when you 
consider the nature of evidence, and the various lights in 
which the same thing may be seen-- 

MABIONETTA. 

1 see, Mr. Flosky, that either you have no information, 
or are determined not to impart it; and I beg your pardon 
for having given you this unnecessary trouble. 

MR. FLOSKY. 

My dear Miss O'Carroll, it would have given me great 
pleasure to have said any thing that would have given you 
pleasure; but if any person living could make report 
of having obtained any information on any subject from 
Ferdinando Flosky, my transcendental reputation would 
be ruined for ever. 


CHAPTER IX. 

SoYTHROP grew every day more reserved, mysterious, and 
distraits and gradually lengthened the duration of,^his 
K 3 
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diurnal seclusions in his tower. Marionetta thought she 
perceived in all this very manifest symptoms of a warm 
love cooling. 

It was seldom that she found herself alone with him in 
the morning, and, on these occasions, if she was silent in 
the hope of his speaking firstj not a syllable would he 
utter; if she spoke to him indirectly, he assented mono¬ 
syllabically ; if she questioned him, his answers were brief, 
constrained, and evasive. Still, though her spirits were 
depressed, her playfulness had not so totidly forsaken her, 
but that it illuminated at intervals the gloom of Night¬ 
mare Abbey; and if, on any occasion, she observed in 
Scythrop tokens of unextinguisbed or returning passion, 
her love of tormenting her lover immediately got the 
better both of her grief and her sympathy, though not of 
her curiosity, which Scythrop seemed determined not to 
satisfy. This playfulness, however, was in a great mea- 
8Ui;e artificial, and usually vanished with the irritable 
Strephon, to whose annoyance it had been exerted. The 
Genius Loci, the tulela of Nightmare Abbey, the spirit of 
black melancholy, began to set his seal on her pallescent 
countenance. Scythrop perceived the change, found his 
tender sympathies awakened, and did his utmost to com¬ 
fort the afflicted damsel, assuring her that his seeming 
inatrcntion had only proceeded from his being involved in 
a p ofound meditation on a very hopeful scheme for the 
regeneration of human society. Marionetta called him 
ungrateful, cruel, cold-hearted, and accompanied her re¬ 
proaches with many sobs and tears : poor Scythrop grow¬ 
ing every moment more soft and" submissive — till, at 
length, he threw himself at her feet, and declared that no 
competition of beauty, however dazzling, genius, however 
transcendent, talents, however cultivated, or philosophy, 
however enlightened, should ever make him renounce his 
divine Marionetta. 

“ Competition I ” thought Marionetta, and suddenly, 
with an air of the most freezing indifference, she said, 
“ You are perfectly at liberty, sir, to do as you please ; I 
beg you wjy follow your own,plans, without any reference 
to me." 
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Scythrop was confounded. IVhat was become of all 
her passion and her tears ? Still kneeling, he kissed her 
hand with rueiul timillity, and said, in most pathetic 
accents, “ Do you not love me, Marionetta” 

“ No,” said Marionetta, with a look of cold composure: 

“ No.” Scydirop still looked up incredulously. “ No, I 
tell you.” 

“Oh! very well, madam,” said Scythrop, rising, “if 
that is the case, there are those in the world-” 

“ 'I'o be sure there are, sir ; — and do you suppose 
I do not see through your designs, you ungenerous 
monster ? ” 

“ My designsMarionetta ! ” 

“ Yes, your designs, Scythrop. You have come here 
to cast me off, and artfully contrive that it should appear 
to be my doing, and not yonrs, thinking to quiet your 
tender conscience with this pitiful stratagem. But do not 
suppose that you are of so much consequence to me: do 
not suppose it: you are of no conseqtnmce to me at all — 
none at all: therefore, leave me: I renounce you: leave 
me ; why do you not leave me ? ” 

Scythrop endeavoured to remonstrate, but without sue- ■ 
cess. She reiterated her injunctions to him to leave her, 
till, in the simplicity of his spirit, he was preparing to 
comply. When he had nearly reached the door, Marionetta 
said, “ Farewell.” Scythrop looked back. “ Farewell, 
Scythrop,” she repeated, “ you will never see me again.” 

“ Never see you again, Marionetta ” 

“ I shall go from hence to-morrow, perhaps to.day; 
and before we meet again, one of us will, be married, and 
we might as well be deail, you know, Scythrop.” 

The sudden change of her voice in the last few words, 
and the burst of tears that accompanied them, acted like 
electricity on the tender-hearted youth; and, in another 
instant, a complete reconciliation was accomplished without 
the intervention of words. 

There are, indeed, some learned casuists, who maintain 
that love has no language, and that all the misunderstand¬ 
ings and dissensions of lovers arise from the fatal habit of 
employing words on a subject to which words are inappli- 
K 4 
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cable; that love, beginning with looks, that is to say, with 
the physiognomical expression of congenial mental dispos¬ 
itions, tends through a regular * gradation of signs and 
symbols of affection, to that consummation which is most 
devoutly to be wished; and that it neither is necessary that 
there should be, nor probable that there would be, a single 
word spoken from first to last between two sympathetic 
spirits, were it not tliat the arbitrary institutions of society 
have raised, at every step of this very simple process, so 
many complicated impediments and barriers in the shape 
of settlements and ceremonies, parents and guardians, law¬ 
yers, Jew-brokers, and parsons, that many an adven- 
tnrous knight (who, in order to obtain the conquest of the 
Hesperian fruit, is obliged to fight his way through all 
these monsters,) is either repulsed at the onset, or van¬ 
quished before the achievement of his enterprise: and 
such a quantity of unnatural talking is rendered inevitably 
necessary through all the stages of the progression, that 
the tender and volatile spirit of love often takes flight on 
the pinions of some of thd eirea vrepoerra, or winged 
words, which arc pressed into his service in despite of 
himself. 

At this conjuncture, Mr. dowry entered, and sitting 
down near them, said, “ I see how it is; and, as we are 
all sure to be miserable do what we may, there is no need 
of taking pains to make one another more so ; therefore, 
with God’s blessing and mine, there"—joining their hands 
as he spoke. 

Scythrop was not exactly prepared for this decisive 
step; but he could only stammer out, “Really, sir, you 
are too good;" and Mr. dowry departed to bring Mr. 
Hilary to ratify the act. 

Now, whatever truth there may be in the theory of love 
Aud languE^e, of which we have so recently spoken, certain 
it is, that during Mr. dowry’s absence, which lasted half 
an hour, not a single word was said by either Scythrop or 
Jilarionetta.^ 

Mr. Glowry returned with Mr. Hilary, who was de- 
jghted the prospect of so advantageous an establishment 
for jjis orphan niece, of whom he considered himself in 
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some manner the guardian, and nothing remained, as Mr. 
Glowry observed, but to.fix the day. 

Marionetta blushed, and was silent. Scythrop was 
also silent for a time, and at length hesitatingly said, “ My 
dear sir, your goodness overpowers me ; but really you are 
so precipitate.” 

Now, this remark, if the young lady had made it, would, 
whether she thought it or not — for sincerity is a thing of 
no account on these occasions, nor indeed on any other, 
according to Mr. Flosky — tliis remark, if the young lady 
had made it, would have been perfectly commeilfaut; but, 
being made by the young gentleman, it was toute autre 
choi-e, and was, indeed, in the eyes of his mistress, a most 
heinous and irremissiblc offence. Marionetta was angry, 
very angry, but she concealed her anger, and said, calmly 
and coldly, “ Certainly, you are much too precipitate, Mr. 
Glowry. 1 assure you, sir, 1 have by no means made up 
my mind ; and, indeed, as far as 1 know it, it inclines the 
other way; but it will be quite time enough to think of 
these matters seven years hence.” Before surprise per¬ 
mitted reply, the young lady had locked herself up in her 
own apartment. 

“ Why Scythrop,” said Mr. Glowry, elongating his face 
exceedingly, “ the devil is come among us sure enough, as 
Mr. Toobad observes : I thought you and Marionetta were 
both of a mind.” 

“ So we are, I believe, sir,” said Scythrop, gloomily, and 
stalked away to his tower. 

“ Mr. Glowry,” said Mr. Hilary, " I do not very well 
understand all this.” 

“ Whims, brother Hilary,” said Mr. Glowry; “ some 
little foolish love quarrel, nothing more. Whims, freaks, 
April showers. They will be blown over by to-morrow.” 

“ If not," said Mr. Hilary, “ these April showers have 
made us April fools.” 

“ Ah !” said Mr. Glowry, " you are a happy man, and 
in all your afflictions you can console yourself with a joke, 
let it be ever so bad, provided you crack it yourself. I 
should be very happy to laugh with you, if it would give 
you any satisfaction; but, really, at present, my heart is 
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SO sadj that I find it impossible to levy a contribution on 
my muscles." 


CHAPTER X. 

On the evening on which Mr. Asterias had caught a glimpse 
of a female figure on the sesrshore, which he had trans¬ 
lated into the visual sign of his interior cognition of a 
mermaidj Scythrop, retiring to his tower^ found his study 
pre-occupied. A stranger, muffled in a cloak, was sitting 
at his table. Scythrop paused in surprise. The stranger 
rose at his entrance, and looked at him intently a few mi¬ 
nutes, in silence. The eyes of the stranger' alone were 
visible. All the rest of the figure was muffled and mantled 
in the folds of a black cloak, which was raised, by the 
right hand, to the level of the eyes. This scrutiny being 
completed, the stranger, dropping the cloak, .said, “ f see, 
by your physiognomy, that you may be trusted; ” and re¬ 
vealed to the astonished Scythrop a female form and coun¬ 
tenance of dazzling grace and beauty, with long flowing 
hair of raven blackness, and large black eyes of almost 
oppressive brilliancy, which strikingly contrasted with a 
complexion of snowy whiteness. Her dress was extremely 
elegant, but had an appearance of foreign fashion, as if 
both the lady and her mantuaraaker were of “ a far 
countree.” 


“ 1 guess *t was fVightful there to sec 
A lady so richly clad as she. 

Beautiful exceedingly.” 

For, if it be terrible to one young lady to find another 
under a tree at midnight, it must, a fortiori, be much more 
terrible to a young gentleman to find a young lady in his 
study at that hour. If the logical consecutiveness of this' 
conclusion be not manifest to my readers, I am sorry for 
their dulness, and must refer them, for more ample eluci¬ 
dation, to a treatise which Mr. Flosky intends to write, on 
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tbe Categories of Relation, which comprehend Substance 
and Accident, Cause and Effect, Action and Re-action. 

Scythrop, therefore, eith'er was or ought to have been 
frightened ; at all events, he was astonished; and astonish¬ 
ment, though not in itself fear, is nevertheless a good stage 
towards it, and is, indeed, as it were, the half-way house 
between respect and terror, according to Mr. Burke’s 
graduated scale of the sublime.* 

‘'You are surprised,” said the lady ; “yet why should 
you be surprised ? If you had met me in a drawing- 
• room, and I had been introduced to you by an old woman, 
it would have been a matter of course: can the division of 
two or three walls, and the absence of an unimportant per¬ 
sonage, make the same object essentially different in the 
perception of a philosopher ? ” 

“ Certainly not,’’ said Scythrop ; “ but when any class 
of objects has habitually presented itself to our perceptions 
in invariable conjunction with particular relations, then, 
on the sudden appearance of one object of the class di¬ 
vested of those accompaniments, the essential diflference of 
the relation is, by an involuntary process, transferred to 
the object itself, which, thus offers itself to our perceptions 
with all the strangeness of novelty.” 

“ Y ou are a philosopher,” said the lady, “ and a lover of 
liberty. You are the author of a treatise, called ‘ Philo¬ 
sophical Gas; or, a Project for a General Illumination of 
the Human Mind.’ ” 

“ I am,” said Scythrop, delighted at this first blossom 
of his renown. ' 

* I'hcre must beBomcmititake in thia, for tho whole honourable band of gentle* 
men. iiensiotiers has resolved unanimously, that Mr. Burke was a very sublime 
person, particularly after he had prostituted his own soul, and betrayed his coun¬ 
try and mankind, for l^U. a year; yet he does not ap])ear to have been a very 
terrible iKTSonage, and certainly went off with a very smalt portion of human 
rcs^t, though he contrived to excite, in a great degree, the astonishment of 
all honest men. Our immaculate laureate (who gives us to understand that, if 
he had not been purified by holy matrimony into a mystical type, he would 
have died a virgin,) is another sublime gentleman of the same genus: he very 
much astonished some persons when he sold his birthright for a iiot of sack; 
but not even his Sana has a grain of respect for him, though, doubtless, he 
thinks his name very terrible to the enemy, when he flcurishM bis cntico- 
poeticopolitical tomahawk, and sets up his Indian yell for the blood of his old 
friends ; but, at best, he is a mere politick scarecrow, a man of straw, ridicu. 
lous to all who know of what materials he is made j and to none more soi than 
to those who have stufihd him, and set him up, as the Prinpus of the garden of 
the golden apples of corruption. 
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“I am a stranger in this country," said the lady; “1 
have been but a few days in yet I find myself imme¬ 
diately under the necessity of seeking refuge from an atro¬ 
cious persecution. 1 had no friend to whom I could 
apply ; and, in the midst of my difliculties, accident threw 
your pamphlet in my way. I saw that I had, at least, one 
kindred mind in this nation, and determined to apply to 
you.” 

“ And what would you have me do ?” said Sc) throp, 
more and more amazed, and not a little perplexed. 

“ I would have you,” said the young lady, “ assist me in 
finding some place of retreat, where I can remain con¬ 
cealed from the indefatigable search that is being made 
for me. 1 have been so nearly caught once or twice al¬ 
ready, that I cannot confide any longer in my own in¬ 
genuity.” 

Doubtless, thought Scythrop, this is one of my golden 
candlesticks. “ 1 have constructed,” said he, “ in this 
tower, an entrance to a small suite of unknown apartments 
in the main building, which 1 defy any creature living to 
detect. If you would like to remain there a day or two, 
till 1 can find you a more suitable concealment, you may 
rely on the honour of a transcendental eleutherarch.” 

“ I rely on myself,” said the lady. I act as I please, 
go where I please, and let the world say what it will. I 
am rich enough to set it at defiance. It is the tyrant of the 
poor and the feeble, but die slave of those who are above 
the reach of its injury.” 

Scythrop ventured to inquire the name of his fair pro- 
teg^e. “What is a name?” said the lady: “any name 
will serve the purpose of distinction. Call me Stella. I 
see by your looks,” she added, “ that you think all this 
very strange. When you know me better, your surprise 
will cease. I submit not to be an accomplice in my sex’s 
slavery. I am, like yourself, a lover of freedom, and I 
carry my theory into practice. T/teg alone are subject to 
blind authority who ham no reliance on their own 
strength" 

St^ took possession of the recondite apartments. 'Scy¬ 
throp intended to find her another asylum; but from day to 
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day he postponed his intention, and by degrees forgot it. 
The young lady reminded him of it from day to day, till 
she also forgot it., Scythrop was anxious to learn her 
history; but she would add nothing to what she had 
already communicated, that she was shunning an atrocious 
persecution. Scythrop thought of Lord C. and the Alien 
Act, and said, “ As you will not tell your name, 1 suppose 
it is in the green bag.” Stella, not understanding what he 
meant, was silent; and Scythrop, translating silence into 
acquiescence, concluded that he was sheltering an illuminee 
.whom Lord S. suspected of an intention to take the Tower, 
and set fire to the Bank : exploits, at least, as likely to be 
accomplished by the hands and eyes of a young beauty, as 
by a drunken cobbler and doctor, armed with a pamphlet 
and an old stocking. 

Stella, in her conversations with Scythrop displayed a 
highly cultivated and energetic mind, full of impassioned 
schemes of liberty, and impatience of masculine usurpation. 
She had a lively sense of all the oppressions that are done 
under the tsun ; and the vivid pictures which her imagin¬ 
ation presented to her of the numberless scenes of injustice 
and misery which are being acted at every moment in every 
part of the inhabited world, gave an habitual seriousness to 
her physiognomy, that made it seem as if a smile had 
never once hovered on her lips. She was intimately con¬ 
versant with the German language and literature ; and 
Scythrop listened with delight to her repetitions of her 
favourite passages from Schiller an<l Goethe, and to her 
encomiums on the sublime Spartacus Weishaupt, the im¬ 
mortal founder of the sect of the Illuminati. Scythrop 
found that his soul had a greater capacity of love than the 
image of Marionetta had filled. The form of Stella took 
possession of every vacant corner of the cavity, and by 
degrees displaced that of Marionetta from many of the 
outworks of the citadel ; though the latter still held pos¬ 
session of the keep. He judged, from his new friend calling 
herself Stella, that, if it were not her real name, she was 
an admirer of the principles of the German play from 
which she had taken it, and took an opportunity of leading 
the conversation to that subject; but to his great surprise. 
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the lady spoke very ardently of the singleness and exclu¬ 
siveness of love, and declared that the reign of affection 
was one and indivisible; that it might be transferred, but 
could not be participated. “ If I ever love,” said she, “ I 
shall do so without limit or restriction. 1 shall hold all 
difficulties light, all sacrifices cheap, all obstacles gossamer. 
But for love so total, I shall claim a return as absolute. I 
will have no rival: whether more or less favoured will be 
of little moment. I will be neither first nor second — I 
will be alone. The heart which I shall possess I will 
possess entirely, or entirety renounce.” 

Scythrop did not dare to mention the name of Marionetta ; 
he trembled lest some unlucky accident should reveal it to 
Stella, though he scarcely knew what result to wish or an¬ 
ticipate, and lived in the double fever of a perpetual dilem¬ 
ma. He could not dissemble to himself that he was in 
love, at the same time, with two damsels of minds and 
habits as remote as the antipodes. The scale of predilec¬ 
tion always inclined to the fair one who happened to be 
present ; but the absent was never effectually outweighed, 
though the degrees of exaltation and depression varied 
according to accidental variations in the outward and visible 
signs of the inward and spiritual graces of his respective 
charmers. Passing and repassing several times a day from the 
company of the one to that of the other, he was like a shuttle¬ 
cock between two battledores, changing its direction as 
rapidly as the oscillations of a pendulum, receiving many a 
hard knock on the cork of a sensitive heart, and flying from 
point to point on the feathers of a super-sublimated head. 
Tliis was an awful state of things. He had now as much 
mystery about him as as any romantic transcendentalist or 
transcendental romancer could desire. He had his esoteri- 
cal and his exoterical love. He could not endure the thought 
of losing either of them, but he trembled when he imagined 
the possibility that some fatal discovery might deprive him 
of both. The old proverb concerning two strings to a bow 
gave him some gleams of comfort; but that concerning two 
stools occurred to him more frequently, and covered-his 
foreheadVith a cold perspiration. With Stella, he could 
indulge freely in ail his romantic and philosophical visions. 
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He could build castles in the air^ and she would pile towers 
and turrets on the imaginary edifices. With Marionetla 
it was otherwise: she knew nothing of the world and so¬ 
ciety beyond the sphere of her own experience. Her life 
was all music and sunshine, and she wondered what any 
one could see to complain of in such a pleasant state of 
things. She loved Scythrop, she hardly knew why ; indeed 
she was not always sure that she loved him at all; she felt 
her fondness increase or diminish in an inverse ratio to his. 
When she had manoeuvred him into a fever of passionate 
love, she often felt and always assumed indifference: if she 
found that her coldness was contagious, and that Scythrop 
either was, or pretended to be, as indifferent as herself, she 
would Irecome doubly kind, and raise him again to that 
elevation from which she had previously thrown him down. 
Tlius, when his love was flowing, hers was ebbing : when 
his was ebbing, hers was flowing. Now and then there 
were moments of level tide, wlien reciprocal affection seemed 
to promise imperturbable liariiiony ; but Scythrop could 
scarcely resign his spirit to the pleasing illusion, before the 
pinnace of the lover’s affections was caught in some eddy 
of the lady's caprice, and he was whirled away from the 
shore of his hopes, without rudder or compass, into an 
ocean of mists and storms. It resulted, from this system 
of conduct, that all that passed between Scythrop anil Ma- 
rionetta ci nsisted in making and unmaking love. He had 
no opjiortunity to take measure of her understanding by 
conversations on general subjects, and on his favourite de¬ 
signs ; and, being left in this respect to the exercise of 
indefinite conjecture, he took it for granted, as most lovers 
would Join similar circumstances, that she had great natu¬ 
ral talents, which she wasted at present on trifles .-’but co¬ 
quetry would end with marriage, and leave room for philo¬ 
sophy to exert its influence on her minil. Stella had no 
coquetry, no disguise: she was an entliusiast in subjects of 
general interest; and her conduct to Scythrop was always 
uniform, or rather showed a tegulai^progrcssion of partiality 
which seemed fast ripening into love. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

ScYTHBOP, attending one day the summons to dinner, found 
in the drawing-room his friend Mr. Cypress the poet, whom 
he had known at college, and who was a great favourite of 
Mr. dowry. Mr. Cypress said, he was on the point of 
leaving England, but.could not think of doing so without a 
farewell-look at Nightmare Abbey and his respected friends, 
the moody Mr. dowry and the mysterious Mr. Scythrop, 
the sublime Mr. Flosky and the pathetic Mr. Listless ; to 
all of whom, and the morbid hospitality of the melancholy 
dwelling in which they were then assembled, he assured 
them he should always look back with as much affection as 
his lacerated spirit could feel for any thing. The sym¬ 
pathetic condolence of their respective replies was cut short 
by Raven’s announcement of “ dinner on table.” 

The conversation that took place when the wine was in 
circulation, and the ladies were withdrawn, we shall report 
with our usual scrupulous fidelity. 

MR. OLOWRY. 

You are leaving England, Mr. Clyprcss. There is a 
delightful melancholy in saying farewell to an old acquaint¬ 
ance, when the chances are twenty to one against ever 
meeting again. A smiling bumper to a sad parting, and 
let us all be unhappy together. 

MR. CYPRESS (^filling a bumper). 

This is the only social habit that the disappointed spirit 
never unlearns. 

THE REVEREND MB. EABVNX (filling). 

It is the only piece of academicallearning that the finished 
educatee retains. 

MR. fIosky (filling). 

It is only objective fact which the sceptic can 

realiit. 
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scYTiiBOP (filling). 

It is the only styptic fjr a bleoiling heart. 

THK honouhabmo MR. HSTI.ESS (filling). 

It is the only trouble that is very well worth taking. 

MU. ASTKUiAS (filling). 

It is the only key of conversational truth. 

MU. TOOBAB (filling). 

11 is the only antidote to the great wrath of the devil. 

MU. iiii.Auy (fillitig). 

It is the only symbol of perfect life. The inscription 
1110 NON BiBiTuu" will suit nothing but a tombstone. 


MU. oi.owuv. 

You will see many fine o^ ruins, Mr. Clypress; crumb¬ 
ling pillars, and mossy walls—many a one-legged Venus 
and headless Minerva—many a Neptune buried in sand — 
many a Jujiitcr turned topsy-turvy — many a perforated 
llacelius doing duty as a water-pipe — many reminiscences 
of the ancient world, which 1 hope was better worth living 
in than the modern ; though, for myself, I care not a straw 
more for one than the other, and would not-go twenty miles 
to see any thing that either could show. 

Mil. CYPRESS. 

It is something to seek, Mr. Glowry. The mind is rest¬ 
less, and must persist in seeking, though to find is to be 
disappointed. Do you feel no aspirations towards the 
countries of Socrates and Cicero No wish to wander 
among the venerable remains of the greatness that has passed 
for ever } 

MU. CliOWRV'. 

Not a grain. 

SCYTHROP. 

It is, indeed, much the same as if a lover should dig up 
the buried form of his mistress, and gaze upon relics wliieh 
are any thing but herself, to wander among a few mouldy 
ruins, that are only imperfect indexes to lost volumes of 
glory, and meet at every step the more melancholy ruins of 

h 
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human nature—a degenerate race of stupid and Bhrirelled 
slaves,, grovelling in the lowest depths of servility and su¬ 
perstition. 

THE nONOtTRABLE MB. LISTI^ESS. 

It is the fashion to go abroad. I have thought of it my¬ 
self, but am hardly equal to the exertion. To be sure, a 
little eccentricity and originality are allowable in some cases; 
and the most eccentric and original of all characters is an 
Englishman who stays at home. 

SCVTIIIIOP. 

I should have no pleasure in visiting countries that are 
past all hope of regeneration. There is great hope of our 
own; and it seems to me that an Englishman, who, either by 
his station in society,or by his genius, or (as in your instance, 
Mr. Cyiiress,) by both, has the power of essentially serving 
his country in its arduous struggle with its domestic enemies, 
yet forsakes his country, which is still so rich in hope, to 
dwell ill others which are only fertile in the ruins of me¬ 
mory, does what none of tliose ancients, whose fragmentary 
memorials you venerate, would have done in similar cir¬ 
cumstances. 

MR. CYPRESS. 

Sir, I have quarrelled with my wife ; and a man who 
has quarrelled with his wife is absolved from all duty to his 
country. 1 have written an ode to tell the people as much, 
and they may take it as they list. 

SCYTHltOP. 

Do you suppose, if Jlriitus had quarrelled with his wife, 
he would have given it as a reason to Cassius for having no¬ 
thing to do with his enterprise ? Or would Cassius have 
been satisfied with such an excuse ? 

MB. rnosKY. 

Brutus was a senator; so is our dear friend: but the 
cases are different. Brutus had some hope of political 
good: Mr. (.Cypress has none. How should he, after what 
we have seen in France ? 

Sl'YTHROP. 

A Frenchman is bom in harness, ready saddled, bitted. 
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and bridled, for any tyrant to ride. lie will fawn under his 
rider one moment, and throw him and kick him to death 
the next; but another aJventurer springs on his back, and 
by dint of whip and spur on he goes as before. We may, 
without much vanity, hope better of ourselves. 

MU. CYPRESS. 

I have no hope for myself or for others. Our life is a 
false nature; it is not in the harmony of things ; it is 
an all-blasting upas, whose root is earth, and whose leaves 
are the skies which rain their poison-dews upon mankind. 
We wither from our youth ; we gasp with unslaked thirst 
for unattainable good ; lured from the first to the last by 
phantoms — love, fame, ambition, avarice — all idle, and 
all ill — one meteor of many names, that vanishes in the 
smoke of death.* 


MU. FWISKY. 

A most delightful s])cech, Mr. (lypress. A most amia- 
able and instructive jdiilosophy. You have only to impress 
its truth on the minds of all living men, and life will then, 
indeed, be the desert amt the solitude; and I must do you, 
myself, and our mutual friends, the justice to observe, that 
let society only give fair play at one and the same time, as 
I flatUT myself it is incline<I to do, to your system of 
morals, and my system of metaphysics, and Scythrop’s 
system of politics, and Mr. Listless’s system of manners, 
and Mr. Toobad’s system of religion, and the result will 
be as fine a mental chaos as even the immortal Kant him¬ 
self could ever have hoped to see; in the prospect of which 
1 rejoice. 

MB. nil.ABY. 

“ (.'ertainly, ancient, it is not a thing to rejoice at; ” I 
am one of those who cannot see the good that is to result 
from all this mystifying and blue-devilling of society. The 
contrast it presents to the cheerful and solid wisdom' of 
antiquity is too' forcible not to strike any one who has 
the least knowledge of classical literature. To represent 


• Childe Ilarold, canto 4. exxiv. exxvi. 
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vice and misery as the necessary accompaniments of genius, 
is as mischievous as it is false, and the feeling is as un. 
classical as the language in which it is usually expressed. 

MB. TOOBAD. 

It is our calamity. The devil has come among us, and 
has begun by taking possession of all the cleverest fellows. 
Yet, forsooth, this is the enlightened age. Marry, how? 
Bid our ancestors go peeping about with dark lanterns, 
and do we walk at our ease in broad sunshine ? Where is 
the manifestation of our light? By what symptoms do you 
recognise it? What are its signs, its tokens, its symptoms, 
its symbols, its categories, its conditions? What is it, and 
why? How, where, when is it to be seen, felt, and un¬ 
derstood ? What do we see by it which our ancestors saw 
not, and which at the same time is worth seeing ? We see 
a hundred men hanged, where they saw one. We see five 
hundred transported, where they saw one. We see five 
thousand in the workhouse, where they saw one. W'e see 
scores of Bible Societies, where they saw none. We see 
paper, where they saw gold. We see men in stays, where 
they saw men in armour. AVe see painted faces, where 
they saw healthy ones. We .see children perishing in 
manufactories, where they saw them flourishing in the 
fields. We see prisons, where they saw castles. We see 
masters, where they saw representatives. In short, they 
saw true men, where we see false knaves. They saw 
Milton, and we see Mr. Sackbut. 

MU. FLO.SKV. 

The false knave, sir, is my honest friend ; therefore, 

I beseech you, let him be countenanced. God forbid but 
a knave should have some countenance at his friend’s 
request. 

MB. TOOBAn. 

“ Good men and true” was their common term, like 
tho.Ko^o? Kayavo,- of the Athenians. It is so long since 
men have been either good or true, that it is to be 
questioned which is most obsolete, the fact or the 
phraseology. 
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MR. CYPRESS. 

There is no worth nor beauty but in the mind’s idea. 
Love sows the wind and reaps tl » whirlwind.* Confu¬ 
sion, thrice confounded, is the portion of him who rests 
even for an instant on that most brittle of reeds — the 
affection of a human being. The sum of our social des¬ 
tiny is to inflict or to endure, f 

MB. HlEABY. 

Rather to bear and forbear, Mr. Cypress—a maxim 
which you perhaps desj)i.se. Ideal Ix'auty is not the mind’s 
creation: it is real lieauty, refined and purified in the 
mind’s alembic, from the alloy which always more or less 
accoiniiaiiies it in our mixed and imi)erfcct nature. But 
still the gold exists in a very ainjde degree. 'To expect 
too much is a disease in the expectant, for which human 
nature is not responsible; and, in the common name of 
humanity, I protest against these false and mischievous 
ravings. I'o rail against humanity for not being abstract 
perfection, and against human love for not realising all the 
splendid visions of the poets of chivalry, is to rail at the 
summer for not being all sunshine, and at the rose for not 
being always in bloom. 


MB. eVPBESS. 

Human love! Love is not an inhabitant of the earth. 
We worship him as the Athenians did their unknown 
(lod; but broken hearts are the martyrs of his faith, and 
the eye shall never see the. form which phantasy paints, 
and which passion pursues through paths of delusive 
beauty, among flowers whose odours are agonies, and 
trees whose gums are poison. 

MB. HILABY. 

You talk like a Rosicrusian, who will love nothing but a 
sylph, who does not believe in the existence of a sylph, and 
who yet quarrels with the whole universe for not contain¬ 
ing a sylph. 

* ChiW<* Harold, canto ♦. exxiit. f Ibid, canto 2. Ixki. 

J Ibid, canto 4, exxi. cxxxvi. 
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SIR. CYPRESS. 

The mind is diseased of its own beauty, and fevers into 
false creation. The forms which the sculptor’s soul has 
seized exist only in himself.* 

SIR. PLOSKY. 

Permit me to discept. 'I’liey are the mediums of com¬ 
mon forms combined and arranged into a common standard. 
The ideal beauty of the Helen of Zeuxis was the combined 
medium of the real beauty of the virgins of Crotona. 

MR. nil.ARV. 

Hut to make ideal lieauty the shadow in the water, and, 
like the dog in the fable, to throw away the substance in 
catching at the shadow, is scarcely the characteristic of 
wisdom, whatever it may be of genius, ’fo reconcile man 
as he is to the world as it is, to preserve and improve all 
that is good, and destroy or alleviate all that is evil, in 
physical and moral nature — have been the hope and aim 
of the greatest teachers and ornaments of our species. 1 
will say, too, that the highest wisdom and the highest 
genius have been invariably accompanied with cheerfulness. 
We have sufficient proofs on record that Shakspeare and 
Socrates were the most festive of companions. Hut now 
the little wisdom and genius we have seem to be entering 
into a conspiracy against cheerfulness. 

MB. TOOBAI). 

How can we be cheerful with the devil among us ? 

THE HONOURABI.E MR. I.ISTJ.ESS. 

How can we be cheerful when our nerves are shattered.^ 

MR. FJ.OSKY. 

How can we be cheerful when we are surrounded by a 
rmdiiiy public, that is growing too wise for its betters ? 

SCYTIIBOP. 

How can we be cheerful when our great general designs 
are crossed every moment by our little particular passions } 

MR. CYPRESS. 

How e«n we be cheerful in the midst of disappointment 
and despair } 


* Childe Harold, canto t. exxii. 



NIOHTMABE ABBET< 


151 


MR. GLOWBY. 

Let us ail be unhappy together. 

MR. IITLABY. 

Let US sing a catch. 


MR. OLOWRY. 

No: a nice tragical ballad. The Norfolk Tragedy to the 
tune of the Hundredth Psalm. 

MR. HILARY. 

1 say a catch. 

MU. GLOWUY. 

I say no. A song from iNIr. Cypress. 

ALL. 

A song from Mr. Cypress. 

MU. ovpunss .9unff — 

I'horc is a tovor <»f tiu* spirit, 

'riic liratiil of Cain’s imrcstinK doom, 

Wliifh ill till* lone dark souls tliat Iwar it 
(tIows hko Mu- lamp -n ’I'ullia’s tomb: 

Unlike that lamp, its subtle fire 

Uurns, blasts, ctiiisiimos its cell, the heart. 

Till, one by one, hope, joy, desire. 

Like dreantb of shadowy smoke depart. 

When hope, love, life it.sclf, are only 
Uusl — spectral memories--dead and cold — 

The unfed lire hums bright and lonely, 
l.ike that undying lamp of old : 

And by that drear illumination, 

'J'ill time its clay-built home has rent. 

Thought ImHKls on feeling’s desolation — 

The soul IS its own monument. 


»IR. GLOWUY. 

Admirable. Let us all be unhappy together. 

MU. HILAUY. 

Now, I say again, a catch. 

THE BEVEBEND MB. LARYNX. 

I am for you. 


MB. HILARY. 

“ Seamen three.” 


Agreed. 

Begin. 


THE REVEHEND MB. LARYNX. 

I’ll be Harry GiU, with the voice df three. 
L 4 
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MR. HILARY AND TUB REVKRKNI) MR. LARYNX. 

Seamen three! What men be ye ? 

(•t»tham*s three wise men we be. 

Whither in your bowl jo free? 

To rake the moon from out the sea. 

The bowl goes trim. The moon dotli shine. 

And our bailast is old wine; 

And your ballast is old wine. 

Who art thou, so fast adrift? 

] iun he they call 01<l Care. 

Here on board we will thee lift. 

No : 1 may not enter there. 

Wherefore so ? ’T i.s Jove’s decree. 

In a bowl Care may not be ; 

J n a b(Wl Care may not be. 

Fear ye not the waves that roll ? 

No : in charmtHi bowl we swim. 

What the charm tl»at floats the bowl ? 

Water may not pass the brim. 

The bowl goes trim. The moon doth shine. 

And our ballast is old t\ine; 

And your ballu.st is old wine. 

This catch was so well executed by tile spirit and science 
of Mr. Hilary, and the deep tri-une voice of the reverend 
gentleman, that the whole party, in spite of themselves, 
caught the contagion, and joined in chorus at the conclu¬ 
sion, each raising a bumper to his lips: 

llio bowl goes trim : the moon doth shine : 

And our ballast is old wine. 

Mr. Cypress, having his ballast on board, stepped, the 
same evening, into his bowl, or travelling chariot, and de¬ 
parted to rake seas and rivers, lakes and canals, for the 
moon of ideal beauty. 


CHAPTER XII. 

It was the custpm of tlie Honourable Mr. Listless, on ad¬ 
journing from the bottle to the ladies, to retire for a few 
moments to make a second toilette, that he might presant 
himself in Becoming taste. Fatout, attending as usual, ap¬ 
peared with a countenance of great dismay, and informed 
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his master that he had just ascertained that the abbey was 
haunted. Mrs. Ililary^’s genllmoman, for whom Fatout 
had lately conceived a tendrem:, had been, as she expressed 
it, “fritted out of her seventeen senses” the preceding 
night, as .she was retiring to her bedchamber, by a ghastly 
figure which she had met stalking along one of the galleries, 
wrapped in a white shroud, with a bloody turban on its 
head. She liad fainted away with fear; and, when she 
recovered, she found her.self in the dark, and the figure was 
gone. “ Sucre — euclum — hku !’’ exclaimed Fatout, 
giving very deliberate em])hasis to every portion of his ter¬ 
rible oath — “1 vould not meet de revenant, de ghost 
— 7t(in — not for all de bowLde-ponch in do vorld.” 

“ Fatout,” said the Honourable Mr. Listless, “ did 1 
ever see a gliost } ” 

“ .luuiuin, monsieur, never.” 

“ 'J'hen I hope I never shall, for, in the present shat¬ 
tered state of my nerves, 1 am afraid it would be too much 
for me. There — loosen the lace of my stays a little, for 
really this plebeian practice of eating — Not too loose — 
consider iny shape. That will do. And I desire that you 
bring me no more stories of ghosts; for, though I do not 
believe in such things, yet, when on<? is awake in the 
night, one is apt, if one thinks of them, to have fancies that 
give one a kind of a chill, particularly if one opens one’s 
qires suddenly on one’s dressing gown, hanging in the 
moonlight, between the bed and the window.” 

The Honourable Mr. Listless, though he had prohibited 
Fatout from bringing him any more stories of ghosts, could 
not help thinking of that which Fatout had already brought; 
and, as it was uppermost in his mind, when he descended 
to the tea and coffee cups, and tlie rest of the company in 
the library, he finest involuntarily asked Mr. Flosky, whom 
he looked up to as a most oraculous personage, whether any 
story of any ghost that had ever appeared to any one, was 
entitled to an^ degree of belief ? 

MB. FLOSKY. 

Bv far the greater number, to a very great degree." 
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THE HONOURABLE MB. LISTLESS. 

Really, that is very alarming ! • 

JIB. FLOSKY. 

Sunt gemines somni porta. There are two gates through 
which ghosts find their way to the upper air: fraud and 
self-delusion. In the latter case, a ghost is a deceptio 
vuils, an ocular spectrum, an idea with the force of a 
sensation. I have seen many ghosts myself. I dare say 
there are few in this company who have not seen a ghost. 

THE nONOl'BABLE MB. LISTLESS. 

I am happy to say, I never have, for one. 

THE BEVEBENI) MB. LABYNX. 

We have such high authority for ghosts, that it is rank 
scc))ticism to disbelieve them. Job saw a ghost, which 
came for the express purpose of asking a question, and did 
not wait for au answer. 

THE HONOUBABLE MB. LISTLESS. 

Because Job was.too frightened to give one. 

THE BEVEUENH MB. LABYNX. 

Spectres appeared to the Egyptians during the darkness 
with which Moses covered Egypt. The witch of Endor 
raised the ghost of Samuel. Moses and Elias appeared on 
Mount Tabor. An evil spirit was sent into the army of 
Sennacherib, and exterminated it in a single night. 

MB. TOOBAl), 

Saying, The devil is come among you, having great 
wrath. _ 


MB. FLOSKY. 

Saint Macarius interrogated a skull, which was found 
in the desert, and made it relate, in presence of several 
witnesses, what was going forward in hell. Saint Martin 
of Tours, being jealous of a jiretended martyr, who was the 
rival saint of 'his neighbourhood, called up his ghost, and 
made him confess that he was damned. Saint Germain, 
being on his travels, turned out of an inn a large party of 
ghosts, wEo had every night taken possession of the table 
d’ltble, and consumed a copious supper. 
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MR. IIIEARY. 

Jolly ghosts, and no .doubt all friars. A similar party 
took possession of the cellar of M. Swebach, the painter, 
in Paris, drank his wine, and threw the empty bottles at his 
head. 

THE REVERENH MB. I/ABYNX. 

An atrocious act. 


MR. TLOSKY. 

Pausaiiias relates, that the neighing of horses and the 
tumult of combatants were heard every night on the field 
of .Marathon : that those who went purposely to hear these 
sounds suffered severely for their curiosity ; but those who 
heard them by accident passed with impunity. 

THE UEVEBENn JIR. LARYNX. 

1 once saw a ghost myself, in my study, which is the 
last jdace where any one hut a ghost would look for me. I 
had not been into it for three months, and was going to 
consult Tillotson, when, on opening the door, I saw a vener. 
able figure in a flannel dressing gown, sitting in my arm¬ 
chair, and reading my .Teremy 'I’aylor. It vanished in a 
mon)ent, and so did 1 ; and what it was or what it wanted 
1 have never been able to ascertain. 

MB. PLOSKY. 

It was an idea with the force of a sensation. It is sel¬ 
dom that ghosts appeal to two senses at once; but, when I 
was in Devonshire, the following story was well attested to 
me. A young woman, whose lover was at sea, returning 
one evening over some solitary fields, saw her lover sitting 
on a stile over which she was to pass. Her first emotions 
were surprise and joy, but there was a paleness and serious¬ 
ness in his face that made them give place to alarm. She 
advanced towards him, and he said to her, in a solemn 
voice, “ The eye that hath seen me shall see me no more. 
Thine eye is upon me, but I am not.” And with these 
words he vanished ; and on that very day and hour, as it 
afterwards appeared, he had perished by shipwreck, 

The whole party now drew round in a circle, and each 
related some ghostly anecdote, heedless of the flight of 
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time, till, in a pause of the conversation, they heard the 
hollow tongue of midnight sounding twelve. 

MB. HILARY. 

All these anecdotes admit of solution on psychological 
principles. It is more easy for a soldier, a philosopher, or 
even a saint, to be frightened at his own shadow, than for 
a dead man to come out of his grave. Medical writers cite 
a thousand singular examples of the force of imagination. 
Persons of feeble, nervous, melancholy temperament, ex¬ 
hausted by fever, by labour, or by spare diet, will readily 
conjure up, in the magic ring of their own jdiantasy, 
spectres, gorgons, ebimaeras, and all the objects of their 
hatred and their love. We are most of us like Don 
Quixote, to whom a windmill was a giant, and Dulcinea a 
magnificent princess: all more or less the dupes of our own 
imagination, though we do not all go so fiu- as to see 
ghosts, or to fancy ourselves pipkins and teapots. 

MB. FLOSKY. 

I can safely say 1 have seen too many ghosts myself to 
believe in their external existence. 1 have seen alt kinds' of 
ghosts: black spirits and white, red spirits and grey. Some 
in the shapes of venerable old men, who have met me in 
my rambles at noon; some of beautiful young women, who 
have peeped through my curtains at midnight. 

THE HONOURABLE MB. LISTLESS. 

And have proved, I doubt not, “ palpable to feeling as 
to sight.” 

MR. FLOSKY. 

By no means, sir. You reflect upon my purity. My¬ 
self and my friends, particularly my friend Mr. Sackbut, 
are famous for our purity. No, sir, genuine untangible 
ghosts. 1 live in a world of ghosts. J see a gliost at this 
labment. 

Mr. Flosky fixed his eyes on a door at the farther end 
of the library. The company looked in the same direction. 
The door silently opened, and a ghastly figure, shrouded 
in white'Srapery, with the semblance of a bloody turban* 
on its head, entered and stalked slowly up the apartment. 
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Mr. Flosky, familiar as he was with ghosts, was not pre¬ 
pared for this apparation, and made die best of his way out 
at the opposite door. Mrs. Hilary and Marionetta followed, 
screaming. The Honourable Mr. Listless, by two turns of 
his body, rolled first off the sofii and then under it. The 
Reverend Mr. Larynx leaped up and fled with so much 
precipitation, that lie overturned the table on die foot of 
Mr. Olowry. Mr. Giowry roared with jiain in the ear 
of Mr. Toobad. Mr. Toobad’s alarm so bewildered his 
senses, that, missing the door, he threw up one of the 
windows, jumjied out in his panic, and jilunged over head 
and ears in the moat. Mr. Astcrias and his son, who were 
on the watch for their mermaid, were attracted by the 
splashing, threw a net over him, and dragged him to 
land. 

Scythrop and Mr. Ilil.ary meanwhile had hastened to his 
assistance, and, on arriving .at the edge of the moat, followed 
by several servants with ropes and torches, found Mr. As- 
terias and Aquarius busy in endeavouring to extricate Mr. 
Toobad from the net, who was entangled in the meshes, and 
floundering with rage. Scythrop was lost in amazement; 
but Mr. Hilary saw, at one view, all the circumstances of 
the adventure, and burst into an immoderate fit of laughter ; 
on recovering from which, he said to Mr. Asterias, “ You 
have caught an odd fish, indeed.” Mr. Toobad was highly 
exasperated at this unseasonable pleasantry ; but Mr. Hi¬ 
lary softened his anger, by producing a knife, and cutting 
the Gontian knot of his reticular envt'lopoment. “ You 
see,” said Mr. Toobad, “ you see, gentlemen, in my un¬ 
fortunate person proof iqton proof of the present dominion 
of the devil in the affairs of this world ; and I have no 
doubt buj. that the apparition of tliis night was Apollyon 
himself in disguise, sent for the express purpose of terrifying 
me into this complication of misadventures. The devil is 
come among you, having great wrath, because he knowetli 
that he hath but a short time,” 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

Mr. Glowrv was much surprised, on occasionally visiting 
Scythrop’s tower, to find the door always locked, and to be 
kept sonietiines waiting many minutes for admission: during 
which he invariably heard a heavy rolling sound like that 
of a ponderous mangle, or of a waggon on a weighing- 
bridge, or of theatrical thunder. 

lie took little notice of diis for some time: at length his 
curiosity was excited, and, one day, instead of knocking at 
the door, as usual, the instant he reached it, he applied his 
ear to the key-hole, and like Bottom, in the Midsummer 
Night’s Dream, “ spied a voice,” which he guessed to be of 
the feminine gender, and knew to he not Scythrop’s, whose 
deeper tones he distinguished at intervals. Having at¬ 
tempted in vain to catch a syllable of the discourse, he 
knocked violently at the door, and roared for immediate 
admission. 'Phe voices ceased, the accustomed rolling sound 
was heard, the door opened, and Scythrop was discovered 
alone. Mr. (Howry looked round to every corner of the 
apartment, and then said, “ Where is the lady ?” 

“ 'Phe lady, sir ? ” said Scythrop. 

“ Yes, sir, the lady.” 

Sir, I do not understand you.” 

“ You don’t, sir ? ” 

“ No, indeed, sir. There is no lady here.” 

“ But, sir, this is not the only apartment in the tower, 
and I make no doubt there is a lady up stairs.” 

“ Y ou are welcome to search, sir.” 

“ Yes, and while I am searching, she will slip out from 
some lurking place, and make her escape.” 

“You may lock this door, sir, and take the key with 
yon.” 

“ But there is the terrace door: she has escaped by the 
terrace.” 

“ The terrace, sir, has no other outlet, and the walls are 
too high for a lady to jump down.” 



NieHIMARi; ABBEY. 


159 


" Well, sir, give me the key.” 

Mr. Glowry took the key, searched every nook of the 
tower, and returned. 

“ You are a fox, Scythrop; you are an exceedingly cun¬ 
ning fox, with that demure visage of yours. What was 
that lumbering sound 1 heard before you opened the 
door” 

“ Sound, sir ? ” 

“ Yes, sir, sound.” 

“ My dear sir, I am not aware of any sound, except 
my great table, which I moved on rising to let you in.” 

“The table!—let me see that. No, sir; not a tenth 
part heavy enough, iiot a tenth part.” 

“ Hut, sir, you do not consider the laws of acoustics : a 
whisper becomes a peal of thunder in the focus of reverber¬ 
ation. Allow me to explain this: sounds striking on con¬ 
cave surfaces are reflected from them, and, after reflection, 
converge to points which are the foci of these surfaces. It 
follows, therefore, that the ear may be so placed in one, as 
that it shall hear a sound la’ttcr than when situated nearer to 
the j)oint of the first impulse: again, in the case of two 
concave surfaces placed oppo.sitc to each other-” 

“ Nonsense, sir. Don’t tell me of foci. Pray, sir, will 
concave surfaces produce two voices when nobody speaks ? 
I hcanl two voices, and one was feminine; feminine, sir: 
what say you to that.^” 

“Oh, sir, 1 perceive your mistake: I am writing a 
tragedy, and was acting over a scene to myself. To con¬ 
vince you, 1 will give you a specimen ; but you must first 
un<lcrstanil the plot. It is a tragedy on the German mo¬ 
del. The (ireat Mogul is in exile, and has taken lodgings 
at Kensington, with his only daughter, the Princess Uant- 
rorina, who takes in needlework, and keeps a day school. 
7'/te jirhii-csit ix dheovered hemminy a xet of xhirtx for the 
parson of the parish : they are to be marked with a large R. 
Enter to her the Great Mogul. A pause, during which they 
look at each other ejcpressinely. The. princess changes colour 
several times. The Mogul takes snuff in great agilation. 
Several grains are heard to fall on the stage. His heart is 
seen to beat through his upper benjamin. — Tub Mogui. 
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(loitA a mournful look at his left shoe). “ My shoe-string 
isVnroketv.”—Ta® VttWCESs (,a/tcr an iutcniai of riician- 
choly reflection.) “I know it.”— The Moout. “ My second 
shoe-string ! The first broke when I Jost my empire: the 
second has broken to-day. When will my poor heart 
break?"— The Princess. “ Shoe-strings, hearts, and em¬ 
pires ! Mysterious sympathy ! ” 

“ Nonsense, sir,” interrupted Mr. dowry. " That is 
not at all like the voice 1 heard.” 

" But, sir,” said Scythrop, “■ a key-hole may he so con¬ 
structed as to act like an acoustic tube, and an acoustic tube, 
sir, will modify sound in a very remarkable manner, flonsider 
the construction of thecar, and the nature and causesof sound. 
The external part of the ear is a cartilaginous funnel.” 

It wo'n’t do, Scythrop. There is a girl concealed in 
this tower, and find her 1 will. There are such things as 
sliding panels and secret closets.” — He soundetl round 
the room with his cane, but detecUsl no hollowness. — “ I 
have heard, sir,” he continned, “ that during my absence, 
two years ago, you had a dumb carpenter closeted with you 
day after day. 1 did not dream that you were laying con¬ 
trivances for carrying on secret intrigues. Young men will 
have their way : 1 had my way when 1 was a young man: 
but, sir, when your cousin Marionetta-” 

Scythrop now sawthat tlie affairwas growing serious. To 
have clapped his hand upon his father’s mouth, to have cn. 
treated him to be silent, would, in the first place, not have 
made him so; and, in the second, would have shown a dread 
of being overheard by somebody. His only resource, therefore, 
was to try to drown Mr. Glowry’s voice; and, having no 
other subject, he continued his description of the ear, 
raising his voice continually as Mr. dowry raised his. 

“ When your cousin Marionetta,” said Mr. Glowry, 
" whom you profess to love — whom you profess to love, 
sir-” 

“ The internal cknal of the ear,” said Scythrop, " is 
partly bony and partly cartilaginous. This internal canal 

“ Is actually in the house, sir ; and, when you are so 
shortly to be — as I expect ——" 
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Closed at the further end by the membrana tympani —” 

“ Joined together in holy matrimony—” 

“ Under which is carried a branch of the fifth pair of 
nerves —” 

“ I say, sir, when you are so shortly to be married to 
your cousin Marionetta —” 

“ The envitas tymimii —” 

A loud noise was heard behind the book-case, which, to 
the astonishineiit of Mr. Glowry, opened in the middle, and 
the massy compartments, with all their weight of books, 
receding from each other in the manner of a theatrical 
scene, with a heavy i-olling sound (which Mr. Glowry im¬ 
mediately recognised to lx: the same which had excited his 
curiosity.) disclosed an interior apartment, in the entrance 
of vi'hich stood the Ix;autifid Stella, who, stepping forward, 
exclaimed, “ Married! Is he going to be married? The 
profligate I” 

“ lli'ally, madam,” said Mr. Glowry, “ 1 do not know 
what Ik is going to do, or what 1 am going to do, or what 
any one is going to tltj; for all this is incomprehensible.” 

“ I can explain it all," said Scythrop, in a most satis¬ 
factory manner, if you will but have the goodness to leave 
us alone.” 

“ Pray, sir, to which act of the tragedy of the Great 
Mogul (Iocs this incident belong ? ” 

“ 1 entreat you, my dear sir, leave us alone.” 

Stella threw herself into a chair, and hiir.‘!t into a tempest 
of tears. Scythrop sat down by her, and took her hand. 
She snatched her hand away, and turned her back upon 
him. He rose, sat down on the other side, and took her 
other hand. She snatched it away, and turned from him 
again. Scythrop continued entreating Mr. Glowry to leave 
them alone; but the old gentleman was obstinate, and 
would not go. 

“ I suppose, after all,” said Mr. Glowry maliciously, “it 
is only a phicnoinenon in acoustics, and this young lady is 
a reflection of sound from concave surfaces.” 

Some one tapped at the door: Mr. Glowry opened it, 
and Mr. Hilary entered. He had been seeking Mr. Glowry, 
and had traced him to Scythrop’s tower. He stood a few 

M 
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moments in silent surprise, and then addressed himself to 
Mr. dowry for an explanation. 

“ Tlie explanation,” said Mr.' Glowry, is very satis¬ 
factory. The Great Mogul has taken lodgings at Kensing¬ 
ton, and the external part of the ear is a cartilaginous 
funnel.” 

“ Mr. Glowry, that is no explanation.” 

“ Mr. Hilary, it is all 1 know about the matter.” 

“ Sir, this pleasantry is very unseasonable. I perceive 
that my niece is sported with in a most unjustifiable man¬ 
ner, and I shall see if she will be more successful in 
obtaining an intelligible answer.” And he departed in 
search of Marionetta. 

Scythrop was now in a hopeful predicament. Mr. Hilary 
made a hue and cry in the abbey, and summoned his wife 
and Marionetta to Scythrop’s ajiartmcnt. The ladies, not 
knowing what was the matter, hastened in great conster¬ 
nation. Mr. Toobad saw them sweeping along the corridor, 
and judging from their manner that the devil liad mani¬ 
fested his wrath in some new shape, followed from pure 
curiosity. 

Scythrop meanwhile vainly endeavoured to get rid of 
Mr. Glowry and to pacify Stella. The latter attempted to 
escape from the tower, declaring she would leave the ablxty 
immediately, and he should never see her or hear of her 
more. Scythrop held her hand and detained her by force, 
till Mr. Hilary reappeared with Mrs. Hilary and Mario¬ 
netta. Marionetta, seeing Scythrop grasping the hand of 
a strange beauty, fainted away in the arms of her aunt. 
Scythrop flew to her assistance; and Stella with redoubled 
anger sprang towards the door, but was intercepted in her 
intended flight by being caught in the arms of Mr. Toobad, 
who exclaimed —“ Celinda!” 

“ Papa ! ” said the young lady disconsolately. 

“ The devil is come among you,” said Mr. Toobad, 

“ how came my daughter here ?” 

“ Your daughter!” exclaimed Mr. Glowry. 

“ your daughter ! ” exclaimed Scythrop, and Mr. and 
Mrs. Hilary. 

“ Yes,” said Mr. Toobad, “ my daughter Celinda.” 
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Marionetta opened her eyes and fixed them on Celinda ; 
Celiiula in return fixed hws on Marionetta. They were at 
remote points of the apartment. Scythrop was equidistant 
from both of them, central and motionless, like Mahomet’s 
coffin. 

“ Mr. Glowry,” said Mr. Toobad, “can you tell by what 
means my daughter came here ? ” 

“ I know no more,” said Mr. Glowry, “ than the Great 
Mogul.” 

“ Mr. Scythrop,” said Mr. Toobad, “■ how came my 
daughter here ? ” 

“ I did not know, sir, that the lady was your daughter.” 

“ But bow came she here ?” 

“ By spontaneous locomotion,” said Scythrop, sullenly. 

“ Celinda,” said Mr. Toobad, “ what does all this 
mean ? ” 

“ I really do not know, sir.” 

“ This is most unaccountable. Molten I told you in 
London that I had chosen a husband for you, you thought 
proper to run away from him ; and now, to all appearance, 
you have run away to him.” 

“ How, sir ! was that your choice?” 

“ Precisely ; and if he is yours too we shall be both of 
a mind, for the first time in our lives.” 

“ He is not my choice, sir. This lady has a prior 
claim: I renounce him." 

“ And I renounce him,” said Marionetta. 

Scythrop knew not what to do. He could not attempt 
to conciliate the one without irreparably offending the 
other; and he was so fond of both, tliat the idea of depriv¬ 
ing himself for ever of the society of either was intolerable 
to him ; he therefore retreated into his strong hold, mystery ; 
maintained an impenetrable silence ; and contented himself 
with stealing occasionally a deprecating glance at each of 
the objects of his idolatry. Mr. Toobad and Mr. Hilary, . 
in the mean time, were each insisting on an explanation 
from Mr. Glowry, who they thought had been playing a 
double game on this occasion. Mr. Glowry lyas vainly 
endeavouring to persuade them of his innocence in the 
whole transaction. Mrs. Hilary was endeavouring to me- 
M 2 
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diate between her husband and brother. The Honourable 
Mr. Listless, the Reverend Mr. Larynx, Mr. Flosky, 
Mr. Asterias, and Aquarius, were attracted by the tuintdt 
to the scene of action, and were appealed to severally and 
conjointly by' the respective disjiutants. Multitudinous 
questions, and answers en niasne, composed a charivari, to 
which the genius of Rossini alone could have given a 
suitable accompaniment, and which was only terminated by 
Mrs. Hilary and Mr. Toobad retreating with the captive 
damsels. The whole party followed, with the exception of 
Scythrop, who threw himself into his arm-chair, crossed 
his left foot over his right knee, placed the hollow of his 
left hand on the interior ancle of his left leg, rested his 
right elbow on the elbow of the chair, placed the ball of 
his right thumb against his right temple, curved the fore¬ 
finger along the upper part of his forehead, rested the point 
of the middle finger on the bridge of his nose, and the 
points of tile two others on the lower part of the palm, 
fixed his eyes intently on the veins in the back of his left 
hand, and sat in this position like the immoveable Theseus, 
who, as is well kuowti to many who have not been at col¬ 
lege, and to some few who have, sedet, ceternumqm cedebit.* 
We hope the admirers of the minuUtn in poetry and ro¬ 
mance will appreciate tliis accurate description of a pensive 
attitude. 


CHAPTER XIV. 

ScVTiiROP was still in this position when Raven entered to 
announce that dinner was on table. 

“ I cannot come,” said Scythrop. 

Raven sighed. “ Something is the matter,” said Raven: 
" but jnan is born to trouble.” 

“ Leave me,” said Scythrop: " go, and croak else¬ 
where.” 


* Sits, and will Mt for ever. 
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“ Thus it is,” said Raven. Five-and-twenty years have 
I lived in Nightmare Abbey, and now all the reward of my 
aiFection is — Go, and croak elsewhere. I have danced 
you on my knee, and fed you with marrow.” 

“ Good Raven,” said Scytlirop, “ I entreat you to leave 
me.” 

“Shall I bring your dinner here?” said Raven. “A 
boiled fowl and a glass of Madeira are prescribed by the 
faculty in cases of low spirits. Rut you had better join 
the j)arty : it is very much reduced already.” 

“ Re(luced I how ? ” 

“ 'J'he Honourable Mr. Listless is gone. He declared 
that, what with family quarrels in the morning, and ghosts 
at night, he could get neither sleep nor peace ; and that the 
agitation was too much for his nerves : though Mr. Glowry 
assured him that the ghost was only poor (Jrow walking in 
his sleej), and that the shroud ami bloody turban were a 
.slK>et and a red nightcap.” 

“AVell, .sir?” 

“ 1’he Rcvereml Mr. Larynx has been called off on duty, 
to marry or bury (1 don't know which) some unfortunate 
person or persons, at (.^laydyke; but man is born to 
trouble ! ” 

“ Is that all ? ” 

“ No. Mr. Toobad is gone too, and a strange lady with 
him.” 

“ Gone!" 

“ Gone. And Mr. and Mrs. Hilary, and Miss O’Car¬ 
roll : they are all gone, '('here is nobody left but Mr. 
Asterias and his son, and they are going to-night.” 

“ Then 1 have lost them both.” 

“Won’t you come to dinner?” 

“No.” 

“ Shall I bring your dinner here ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

“ What will you have ? ” 

“ A pint of port and a pistol.”* 

“A pistol!" 


• Sec The Sorrom tf Werler, Letter S3. 
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“ And a pint of port. I will make my exit like Wcr- 
ter. Go. Stay. Did Miss O'Carroll say any thing ? ” 

« No.” 

•^'Did Miss Toohad say any tiling.^” 

“ The strange lady ? No.” 

" Did either of them cry ? 

"No.” 

“What did they do?” 

“ Nothing.” 

“ ATliat did Mr. Toohad say?” 

“ lie said, fifty times over, the devil was come among us." 

“ And they are gone?” 

“ \'e.s; and the dinner is getting cold. There is a time 
for every thing under the sun. I'ou may as well dine first, 
and be miserable afterwards.” 

“ True, Haven. There is something in that. 1 will 
take your advice: therefore, bring me-” 

“ The port and the ])istol ?” 

“No; the boiled fowl and Madeira.” 

Scythrop had dined, and was sipping his Maileira alone, 
immersed in melancholy musing, when Mr. Glowry en¬ 
tered, followed by Haven, who, havitig placed an additional 
glass and set a chair for Mr. Glowry, withdrew\ Mr. 
Glowry sat down opposite Scythrop. After a pause, during 
which each filled and drank in silence, Mr. tllowry said, 
“ So, sir, you have played your cards well. 1 proposed 
Miss Toobad to you : you refused her. Mr. Toohad pro¬ 
posed you to her: she refused you. You fell in love witli 
Marionetta, and were going to poison yourself, because, 
from pure fatherly regard to your temporal interests, 1 
witlilield my consent. When, at length, I offered you my 
consent, you told me I was too precipitate. And, after aU, 
I find you and Miss Toobad living together in the same 
tower, and behaving in every respect like two plighted 
lovers. Now, sir, if there be any rational solution of all 
this absurdity, 1 shall be very much obliged to you for a 
small glimmering of information.” 

“ The solution, sir, is of little moment ,• but I will leave 
it in writing for your satisfaction. The crisis of my fate 
is come : the world is a stage, and my direction is eait" 
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“Do not talk so, sir;—do not talk so, Scytlirop. What 
would you have ? ” 

“ I would have my loVe.” 

“And pray, sir, who is your iovc?” 

“ Celiiida — Marionotta — either — both.” 

Both ! That may do very well in a German tragedy ; 
and the Great Mogul might have found it very feasible in 
his lodgings at Kensington ; but it will not do in Lincoln, 
shire. Mill you have Miss Toohatl 

“ Yes.” 

“And renounce Marionetta 

“No.” 

“ But you must renounce one.” 

“ I cannot.” 

“And you cannot have both. M'hat is to he done.^” 

“ 1 must shoot myself.” 

“ Don’t talk so, .‘’cytbrop. Be rational, my dear Scy- 
throp. ('onsider, and make a cool, calm choice, and 1 will 
exert myself in your behalf.” 

“ AVlty shouhl I choose, sir ? Both have renounced me: 

1 hav(! no hope of either.” 

“ 'fell me which you will have, and I will plead your 
cause irresistibly.” 

AVell, sir,— 1 will have — no, sir, 1 cannot renounce 
either. 1 cannot choose either. J am doomed to be the 
victim of eternal disappointments ; and I have no resource 
but a ])istol.” 

“ Scythrop—Scytlirop;—if one of them should come 
to you— what then ? ” 

“ That, sir, might alter the case : but that cannot be.” i 

“ It can 1ki, Scythrop ; it will be: I promise you it wiU 
be. Have but a little patience — but a week’s patience 
and it shall be.” 

“ A week, sir, is an age: but, to oblige you, as a last 
act of filial duty, I will live another week. It is now 
Thursday evening, twenty-five minutes past seven. At 
this hour and minute, on Thursday next, love and fate shall 
smile on me, or I will drink my last pint of port in this 
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Mr. Glowry ordered Ids travelling chaiiot^ and departed 
from the abbey. 


CHAPTER XV. 

The (lay after Mr. Glowry's departure was one of incessant 
rain, and Scythrop repented of the promise he had given. 
The next day was one of bright sunshine : he sat on the 
terrace, read a tragedy of Sophocles, and was not sorry, 
when Raven announced dinner, to find himself alive. On 
the third evening, the wind blew, and the rain beat, and 
the owl flajrped against his windows ; and he put a new 
flint in his pistol. On the fourth day, tile sun slione again ; 
and he locked the pistol up in a drawer, where he left it 
undisturbed, till the rnoiiiing of tlie eventful 'I'lmrsday, 
when he ascended the turret with a telescope, and spied 
anxiously along the road tliat crossed tlie fens from (day- 
dyke: hut nothing ajipeared on it. lie watched in this 
manner from ten a.iii. till Raven summoned him to dinner 
at five ; when he stationed Oow at the telescojie, and 
descended to his own funeral-feast. He left open the 
communications between the tower and turret, and called 
aloud at intervals to Crow, — “ Oow, (!row, is any 
tiling coming ? ” Crow answered, “ 'I'he wind blows, and 
the windmills turn, but I see nothing corning and, at 
every answer, Scythrop found the necessity of raising his 
spirits with a bumper. After dinner, he gave Raven his 
watch to set by the abbey clock. Raven brought it, Sey- 
throp placed it on the table, and Raven departed. Scythrop 
called again to Crow ; and Crow, who had fallen asleep, 
answered mechanically, “ 1 see nothing coming.” Scy- 
tfarop laid his jiistol between his watch and his bottle. The 
hour-liand passed the VII.—the minute-hand moved 
on;—it was witliin three minutes of the appointed time. 
Scythrop callixl again to Crow . Crow answered as before. 
Scythrop rang the bell: Raven appeared. 
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“ Raven,” said Scythrop, " the clock is too fast." 

“ No, indeed,” said Raven, who knew nothing of Scy. 
throp’s intentions; “ if ahy thing, it is too slow." 

“ Villain ! ” said Scythrop, pointing the pistol at him; 
“ it is too fast.” 

“Yes — yes — too fast, I meant,” said Raven, in 
manifest fear. 

“ How much too fast?” said Scythrop. 

“As much as you please,” said Raven. 

“How much, J say?” said Scythrop, pointing the pistol 
again. 

“ An hour, a full hour, .'-ir,” said the terrified butler. 

“ I’ut back my watch,” said Scytliroii. 

Raven, with treinbling band, was jmtting back the 
watch, when the radio of wheels was heard in the court; 
and Scythrop, sj)ringing (low?i the stairs by three steps 
together, was at the door in sufficient time to have handed 
either of the young ladies from the carriage, if she had 
happened to he in it; Imt Mr. (dowry was alone. 

“ 1 rejoice to see you,” said hlr. (dowry ; “ I was fear¬ 
ful of being too late, for I waited till the last moment in 
the hope of accom|)li.shing my jiromise ; but all my endea¬ 
vours have been vain, as these letters will show.” 

Scythrop impatiently broke the seals. The contents 
were these: — 

“ Almost a stranger in England, 1 fled from parental 
tyranny, and the dread of an arbitrary marriage, to the 
protection of a stranger and a philosopher, whom 1 ex¬ 
pected to find something better than, or at least something 
different from, the rest of his worthless species. Could 1, 
after what has occurred, have expected nothing more from 
you than the common-place imjiertinence of sending your 
father to treat with me, and with mine, for me ? I should 
be a little moved in your favour, if I could believe you 
capable of carrying into effect the resolutions which your 
father says you have taken, in the event of my proving 
inflexible; though 1 doubt not you will execute, them, as 
far as relates to the pint of wine, twice over, at least. I 
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wish you much happiness with Miss O’Oarroll. I shall 
always cherish a grateful recollection of Nightmare Abbey, 
for having been the means of introducing me to a true 
transc(>niIei)taJist; and, though he is a little older than 
myself, which is all one in Gerinniiy, J shall very soon have 
the pleasure of subscribing myself 
• “Celinda Flosky.” >, 

“ I hope, my dear cousin, that you will not be angry 
with me, but that you will always think of me as a sincere 
frienil, who will always feel interested in your welfare; I 
am sure you love Miss Toobad much better than me, and 
I wish you much hai)piness with her. Mr. Listless assures 
me that jteople do not kill themselves for love now-a-days, 
though it is still the fashion to talk about it. 1 .shall, in a 
very short time, change my name and situation, anil shall 
always be haiipy to see you in Berkeley Square, when, to 
the unalterable designation of your aft'eetionate cousin, 1 
shall subjoin the signature of 

“ Maiiionetta Listuess.” 

Srythrop tore both die letters to atoms, and railed in 
good set terms against the fickleness of women. 

“ ('aim your-self, my dear Scythrop,” said Mr. (dowry; 
“there arc yet maidens in England.” 

“ V'ery true, sir,” said Scythrop. 

“ And the next time,” said Mr. (Howry, “ have but one 
string to your bow.” 

“ Very good advice, sir,” said Scythrop. 

“ And, besides,” said Mr. dowry, “ the fatal time is 
past, for it is now' almost eight.” 

“ Then that villain. Raven,” said Scythrop, “ deceived 
me when he sajd that the clock was too fast; but, as you 
observe very jusdy, the time has gone by, and 1 have just 
reflected that these repeated crosses in love qualify me to 
take a very advanced degree in misanthropy; and there is, 
therefore, good hope that I may make a figure in the 
world. But I shall ring for the rascal Raven, and admo¬ 
nish him.” 
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Raven appeared. Scythrop looked at him very fiercely 
two or three minutes; and Raven, still remembering the 
pistol, stood quaking in mute apprehension, till Scythrop, 
pointing significantly towards the dining-room, said, 
Bring some Madeira.” 
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CFiArTER I. 


Now c'omc yc for peace here, or come ye for war? —Soorr. 

“ The abbot, in his alb arrayed,” stood at the altar in the 
abbey-chapel of Hubyf;ill, with all his plump, sleek, rosy 
friars, in goodly lines ilisposed, to solemnise the nuptials of 
the beautiful IVlatilda Fitzwater, daughter of the Baron of 
Arlingford, with the noble Robert Fitz-f)oth, .Earl of 
Locksley and Huntingdon. The abbey of Rubygill stood 
in a picturesque valley, at a little distance from the western 
boundary of Sherwood Forest, in a spot which seemed 
adapted by nature to be the retreat of monastic mortifica¬ 
tion, being on the banks of a fine trout-stream, and in the 
midst of woodland coverts, abounding with excellent game. 
The bride, with her father and attendant maidens, entered 
the chapel; but the earl had not arrived. The baron was 
amazed, and the bridemaidens were disconcerted. Matilda 
feared that some evil had befallen her lover, but felt no 
diminution of her confidence in his honour and love. 
Through the open gates of the chapel she looked down the 
narrow road that woqnd along the side of the hill; and her 
ear was the first that heard the distant trampling of horses, 
and her eye was the first that caught the glitter of snowy 
plumes, and the light of polished spears. “ It is strange,” 
thought the baron, “ that the earl should comg in this 
martial array to his weddingbut he had not long to 
meditate on the phenomenon, for the foaming steeds swept 
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up to the Rate like a whirlwinil, and the earl, breathless 
with speed, and followed by a few of his yeomen, advanced 
to his smiling bride. It was then' no time to ask questions, 
for the organ was in full peal, and the choristers were in 
full voice. 

The abbot began to intone the ceremony in a style of 
modulation impressively exalted,' his voice issuing most 
canonically from the roof of his mouth, through the 
medium of a very musical nose newly tuned for the occa¬ 
sion. But he had not proceeded far enough to exhibit all 
the variety and compass of this melodious instrinnent, when 
a noise was heard at the gate, and a party of armed men 
entered the chapel. The song of the choristers died away 
in a shake of demisemiquavers, contrary to all the rules of 
psalmody. The organ-blower, who was working his mu¬ 
sical air-pump with one hand, and with two fingers and a 
thumb of the other insinuating a pceping-place through the 
qurtain of the organ-gallery, was struck motionless by the 
double operation of curio'-ily and fear ; while the organist, 
intent only on his pi rronu.inee, .and Sju; adln;', all his fingers 
to strike a .swell of inagidlieeiit chords, felt his harmonic 
spirit ready to desert his Ixidy on beiqg answered by the 
ghastly rattle of empty keys, and in the consequent agitato 
/arioso of the internal movements of his feelings, was pre¬ 
paring to restore harmony by the srgun suhito of an appog- 
giatura con foco with the corner of a book of anthems on 
the head of his neglectful assistant, when his hand and his 
attention together were arrested by the scene .below. The 
voice of the abbot subsided into silence through a despend¬ 
ing scale of long-drawn melody, like the sound of the ebb¬ 
ing sea to the explorers of a cave. In-, a few moments all 
was silence, interrupted only by the iron tread of the 
armed intruders, as it rang on the marble floor and echoed 
from the vaulted aisles. 

The leader strode up to the altar ; and placing himself 
opposite to the abbot, and between the earl and Matilda, in 
such a manner that the four together seemed to stand on 
the four points of a diamond, exclaimed, “In the name of 
King Henry, I forbid the ceremony, and attach Robert 
Earl of Huntingdon as a traitor!” and at the same time he 
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held his drawn sword between the lovers, as if to emblem 
that royal authority, which laid its temporal ban upon their 
contract. The earl drew his own sword instantly, and sttuck 
down the interposing weapon ; then clasped his left arm 
round Matilda, who sprang info his embrace, and held his 
sword before her with his right hand. Ilis yeomen ranged 
themselves at his side, and stood with their swords diawn, 
still and prepared, like men determined to die in his de¬ 
fence. The soldiers, confident in superiority of numbers, 
paused. The abbot took advantage of the pause to intro¬ 
duce a word of exhortation. “ My children," said he, “if 
you are going to cut each other's throats, I entreat you, in 
the name of peace and charity, to do it out of the 
chapel." 

“ Sweet Matilda,” said the carl, “• did you give your 
love to the Earl of Huntingdon, whose lands touch the 
Ouse and the'Trent, or to Ilobert Fitz-Ooth, the son of 
his mother .V 

“ Neither to the earl rior his earldom," answered Matilda 
firmly, “ but to Robert Fitz-Ooth and his love.” 

“'riiat 1 well knew," said the earl; “and though the 
ceremony be incomplete, we arc not the less married in the 
eye of my only saint, our Lady, who will yet bring us to¬ 
gether. Lord h’itzwater, to your care, for the jtjcsent, 
I commit your daughter. — Nay, sweet Matilda, part we 
must for a while; but we will soon meet under brighter 
skies, and be this the seal, of our faith." , 

He kissed Matilda’s lips, and consigned her to the 
baron, who glowered about him with an expression of 
countenance that showed he was mortally wroih with 
somebody; btit whatever he thought or felt he kept to 
himself. The earl, with a sign to his followers, made 
a sudden charge on the soldiers, ,with the intentioi 
of cutting his way through. The soldiers were jne- 
paiod for such an occurrence, and a desperate skirmish 
succeeded. Some of the women screamed, but none of 
them fainted ; for fainting was not so much the fashion 
in those days, wlicn the ladies breakfasted on .brawn 
atid ale at sunrise, as in our more refined age of green tea 

N 
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*nd muffins at noon. Matilda seemed disposed to fly again 
to her lover, but the baron forced her from the chapel. 
The earl’s bowmen at the door sent in among the assail¬ 
ants a volley of arrows, one of which whizzed past the ear 
of the abbot, who, in mortal fear of being suddenly trans¬ 
lated from a ghostly friar into a friarly ghost, begin to roll 
out of the chapel as fast as his bulk and his holy robes 
would permit, roaring “ Sacrilege ! ” with all his monks at 
his heels, who were, like himself, more intent to go at once 
than to stand upon the order of their going. The abbot, 
thus pressed from behind, and' stumbling over his own 
drapery before, fell suddenly prostrate in the door-way that 
connected-the chapel with the, abbey, and was instanta. 
neously buried under a pyramid of ghostly carcasses, that 
fell over him and each other, and lay a rolling chaos of 
animated rotundities, sprawling and bawling in unseemly 
disarray, and sending forth the names of all the saints in 
and out of heaven, amidst the clashing of swords, the 
ringing of bucklers, the clattering of helmets, the twanging 
of bow-strings, the whizzing of arrows, the screams of 
women, the shouts of the warriors, and the vociferations of 
the peasantry, who had been assembled to the intended 
nuptials, and who, seeing a fair set-to, contrived to pick a 
qlferrel among themselves on the occasion, and proceeded, 
with staff and cudgel, to crack each other’^ skulls for the 
good of the king and the earl. One. tall friar alone was 
untouched by the panic of his brethren, and stood stead¬ 
fastly watching the combat with his arms a.kembo, the co¬ 
lossal emblem of an unarmed neutrality. 

At length, through the midst of the internal confusion, 
the earl, by the help of his good sword, the staunch valour 
of his men, and the blessing of the Virgin, fought his way 
to the chapel-gate—his bowmen closed him in—he vault¬ 
ed into hi^ saddle, clapped spurs to his horse, rallied his 
men on the first eminence, and exchanged his sword for a 
bow and arrow, with which he did old execution among 
the pursuers, who at last thought it most expedient to de¬ 
sist from offensive warfare, and to retreat into the abbey, 
where, in the king's name, they broached a jupc of the best 
wine, and attached all the venison in the larder, having first 
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carefuIJy unpacked the tuft of friars^ and set the fallen abbot 
on his legs. 

The friars, it may be well supposed, and such of the 
king’s meu as escaped unhurt from the affray, found their' 
spirits a cup too low, and kept the flask moving from noon 
till night. The peaceful brethren, unused to the tumult of 
war, had undergone, from fear and discomposure, an ex¬ 
haustion of animal spirits that required extraordinary refec¬ 
tion. During the repast, they interrogated Sir Ralph 
Montfaucon, the leader of the soldiers, respecting the nature 
of the earl’s off’ence. 

“ A complication of offences,” replied sir Ralph, “ su¬ 
perinduced on the' original basis of forest-treason. He 
l»gan with hunting the king’? deer, in despite of all re¬ 
monstrance ; followed it up by contempt of the king’s 
mandates, and by armed resistance to his power, in defi¬ 
ance of all authority ; and combined with it the resolute 
withholding of payment of certain moneys to the abbot of 
Doncaster, in denial of all law; and has thus made himself 
the 'declared enemy of church and state, and all for being, 
too fond of venison.” And the knight helped himself to 
half a pasty. 

“ A heinous offender,” said a little round oily friar, ap¬ 
propriating the portion of pasty which Sir Ralph had left. 

“ The earl is a worthy peer,” said the tall friar whom we 
have already mentioned in the chapel scene, “ and the best 
marksman in England.” 

“ Why this is flat treason, brother Michael,” said the 
little round friar, “ to call an attainted traitor a worthy 

it 

peer. 

“ I pledge you,” said brother Michael, 'fhe little friar 
smiled and filled his cup. “ He will draw the long bow,” 
pursued brother Michael, “ with any bold yeoman among 
them all.” 

“ Don’t talk of the long bow,” said the abbot, who had 
the sound of the arrow still whizzing in his ear: “ what 
have we pillars of the faitli to do with the long bow ? ” 

“Be that as it may,” said Sir Ralph, “he is an.outlaw 
from this moment.” 

“ So much the worse for the law then,” said brother 

N 2 
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Michiel. “ The law will have a heavier mias of him than 
he will have of the law. He will strike as much venison as 
ever, and more of other game. J know what I say; but 
basta; Let us drink." 

“ What other game said the little friar. “ 1 hope he 
won't j>oach among our | artridges." 

“ Poach ! not he," said brother Michael: "if he wants 
yonr partridges, he will strike them under your nose 
(here’s to you), and drag ycur trout-stream for you on a 
Thursday evening.” 

“ Monstrous ! and starve us on fast-day,” said the little 
friar. 

" But that is nbt the game I mean,’’ said brother 
Michael. 

“ Surely, son Michael," said the abbot, “ you do 
not mean to insinuate that the noble carl will turn free-- 
hooter ? ” 

“ A man must live,” said brother Michael, “ earl or no. 
If the law lakes his rents and beeves without his consent, 
he must take beeves and rents where he can get them with¬ 
out the consent of the law. 'Phis is the kx talioim.” 

“ 'Pruly,” said "Sir Jlaljrh, “ 1 am sorry for the damsel >: 
she seems fond of this wild runagate.” 

“ A mad girl, a mad girl,” said the little friar. 

“ How a mad girl }" said brother Michael. " Has she 
not beauty, grace, wit, sense, discretion, dexterity, learning, 
and valour ? ” 

“ Learning !” exclairneil the little fiiar ; “what hag a 
woman to do with learning ? And valour! who ever heard 
a woman commended for valour ? Met^kness and mildness, 
anti softness, and gentleness, and tenderness, and humility, 
and olH'dience to her husband, and faith in her confessor, 
and domesticity, or, as learned doctors call it, the faculty 
of stayatbomcitivencss, .and embroidery, and music, and 
pickling, and preserving, and the whole complex and mul¬ 
tiplex detail of the noble science of dinner, as well in pre¬ 
paration for the table, as in arfangement over it, ami in 
distribution around it to knights, and squires, and ghostly 

friars,these are female-virtues': but valour_why who 

ever heard . - ? " 
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“ She is the all in all,” said brother Michael, “ gentle aa 
a ring-dove, yet high-soaring as a falcon: humble below 
her deserving, yet deserving beyond the estimate of pane¬ 
gyric : an exact economist in all superfluity, yet a most 
bountiful dispenser in all liberality: the chief regulator of 
her household, the fairest ])illar of her hall, and the sweetest 
blossom of iter bower : having, in all op))osite proposings, 
sense to understand, judgment to weigh, discretion to 
choose, firmness to undertake, diligence to conduct, per¬ 
severance to accomplish, and resolution to maintain. For 
obedience to her husband, that is not to be tried till she 
has one: for faitli in her confessor, she has as much as the 
law prescribes; for embroidery an Arachne: for musical Si¬ 
ren : and for pickling and preserving, did riot one of her 
jars of sugared apricots give you your list surfeit at Ar- 
lingford ('astle ? ” 

“ Call you that preserving?” said the little friar; “I 
call it destroying. Cal] you it pickling? Truly it pickled me. 
My life was saved by miracle." 

“ By canary,” said brother Michael. “ Canary is the 
only life preserver, the Irae aurum potahilc, the universal 
panacea for all diseases', thirst, and short life. Your life 
was saved by canary.” 

“ Indeed, reverend father,’’said Sir Ralph, “if the 
youftg lady be half what you describe, she must be a para¬ 
gon : but your commending her for valour does somewhat 
amaze me.” 

“ She can fence," said the little friar, “ ami draw the 
long bow, and play at single-stick and quarter-staff.” 

“ Yet mark you,” said brother Michael, “ not like a 
virago or-a hoyden, or one that woiild crack a serving-man’s 
head for spilling gravy on her ruff, but with such womanly 
grace ami temperate self-command as if those manly ex¬ 
ercises belonged to her only, aiid were become fur her sake 
feminine." 

“ You incite me,” said Sir' Ralph, “to view her more 
nearly. That-madcap earl found me other employment than 
to remark her in the chapeL" • 

“ The earl is a worthy peer,” said b'roth'er Michael; 
“ he is worth any fourteen earls on this side Trent, and any 
N 3 
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seven on the other.” (The reader will please to remember 
that Rubygitl Abbey was north 0 / Trent.) 

“ His mettle will be tried,” said Sir Ralph. There is 
many a courtier will swear to King Henry to bring him 
in dead or alive.” 

“ They must look to the brambles then,” said brother 
Michael. 


The bramble, the bramble, the bonnjr forest bramble. 

Doth make a jest 
Of silken vest,' 

That will through greenwood scramble: 

llie bramble, the bramble, tbe bonny iorcst bramble.** 

" Plague on your lungs, son Michael,” said the abbot ; 
“ this is your old coil: always roaring in your cups.” 

“ I know what I say,” said brother Michael; “ there is 
often more sense in an old song than in a new homily. 

I'hc courtly pad doth amble, 

When hm gay lord would ramble: 

But both may catch 
An awkward 6cr«nti'h, 

If they ride among tlie bramble: 

I'he bramble, the bramble, the bonny forest bramble.*’ 

“ Tall friar,’’ said Sir Ralph, “ either you shoot tbe shafts 
of your merriment at random, or you know more of the 
earl’s designs than beseems your frock.” 

“ Let my frock,” said brother Michael, “ answer for its 
ow'n sins. It is worn past covering mine. It is too weak 
for a shield, too transparent for a screen, too thin for a 
shelter, too light for gravity, and too tlireadbare for a jest. 
The wearer would be naught indeed who should misbeseem 
such a wedding garment. 

But wherefore does the sheep wear wool ? 

That he in season sheared may be. 

And the shepherd be warm though his flock be ccol: 

Sq l^Uhave a new cloak about me.*' 
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CHAPTER II. 

Vray mnynr si oncques en feut dcpuU quc Ic mondc moynant moyna de 
moynerie. ~ KABiaAis. 

The Karl of Huntinfrdon, livipg in the vicinity of a royal 
forest, ami passionately attached to the chase from his 
infancy, had long made as free with the king’s deer as Lord 
Percy proposed to do with those of Lord Douglas in the 
memorable hunting of Cheviot. It is sufficiently well 
known how severe were the forest-laws in those days, and 
with w'hat jealousy the kings of Kngland maintaineil this 
branch of their prerogative; but menaces and remon¬ 
strances were thrown aw^y on the earl, who declared that 
ho would not thank Saint Peter for admission into Para¬ 
dise, if he were obliged to leave his bow and hiunds at 
the ga e. King Henry (the Second) swore by Saint Uo. 
tolph to make him rue his sport, and, having caused him to 
be duly and formally accused, summoned him to London 
to answer the charge. The earl, deeming himsel/' safer 
among his own vassals than among king Henry’s courtiers, 
took no noiicc of the mandate. King Henry sent a force 
to bring him, vi H armis, to court. The carl made a 
resolute resistance, and put the king’s force to flight under 
a shower of arrows : an act which the courtiers declared to 
be treason. At the same time, the abbot of Doncaster sued 
up the payment of certain moneys, which the carl, whose re¬ 
venue ran a losing race with his hospitality, had borrowed 
at sundry times of the said abbot: for the abbots and the 
bishops were the chief usurers of those days, and, as the end 
sanctifies the means, were not in the least scrupulous of 
employing what would have been extortion in the profane, 
to accomplish the pious purpose of bringing a blessing on the 
land by rescuing it frotn the frail hold of carnal and tem¬ 
poral into the firmer grasp of ghostly and spiritual posses¬ 
sors. But the earl, confident in the number and attach¬ 
ment of his retainers, stoutly refused either to repay the 
money, which he could not, or to yield the forfeiture, which 
» 4 
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he would not: a refusal which in tliose days was an act of 
outlawry in a gentleman, as it is noiv of bankruptcy in a 
base mechanic ; the gentleman having in our wiser times 
a more liberal privilege of gentility, which enables him to 
keep his land and laugh at his creditor. Thus the mutual 
resentments and interests of the king and the abbot cencur- 
red to subject the earl to the penalties of outlawry, by 
which the abbot would gain his due upon the huids of 
Locksley, and the rest would be confiscate to the king. 
Still the king did not think it advisable to assail the 
earl in his own strong hold, but caused a diligent w'atch 
to be kept over his motions, till at length his rumoured 
marriage with the heiress of Arlingford seemed to point 
out an easy method of laying violent hands on the 
offender. Sir Ralph Montfaucon, a young man of good 
lineage ami of an aspiring temper, who readily seized the 
first opportunity that offered of recommending himself 
to King Henry’s favour by manifes ing his zeal in his ser¬ 
vice, undertook the charge: and how he succeeded we have 
seen. 

' Sir Ralph's curiosity was strongly excited by the friar’s 
description of the young lady of Arlingfoid; and lie pie- 
pared in the morning to visit the casile, under the very 
plausible pretext of giving tlio baron an explanation of 
his intervention at tlie nuptials. Rrotlicr Micbael and 
the little fat friar proposed to be his guides. The pro¬ 
posal was courteously accepted, and they set out toge¬ 
ther, leaving Sir Ralph’s followers at the abbey. The 
knight was mounted on a spirited charger; brollier 
Michael on a large heavy-trotting horse ; and the little fat 
friar on a plump soft-paced galloway, so coriespondent 
with himself in size, rotundity, and sleekness, that if they 
had been amalgamated into a centaur, there would have 
been nothing to alter in their proportions. 

“ Do you know,” said the little friar, as they wound 
along the banks of the stream, “ the reason why lake-ttou^ 
is Kilter than river-trbnt, anil shyer withal ? ” 

“ I was not awaie of the fact,"’ said Sir Ralph. 

“ A most heterodox remark,” said brother Michael : 

“ know you not, that in all nice matters you should take 
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the implication for absolute, and, without looking into the 
fact whether, seek only the reason why ? But the fact is 
so, on the word of a friar; which what layman will venture 
to gainsay who prefers a down bed to a gridiron ?” 

“ The fact being so,” said the knight, “ I am still at a 
loss for the reason; nor would I undertake to opine in a 
matter of that magnitude: since, in all that appertains to 
the good things either of this world or the next, my reve¬ 
rend spiritual guides arc kind enough to take the trouble of 
thinking off my hands.” 

“ Spoken," said brother Miehael, “ with a sound Ca¬ 
tholic conscience. My little brother here is most profound 
in the matter of trout. He has marked, learned, and in¬ 
wardly digested the subject, twice a week at Ica'-t for five- 
aiid-tliirty years. I yield to him in this. My strong 
points arc vetiison and canary.” 

“ The good qualities of a trout,” said the little friar, 
" are firmness and redness; the redncs.s, indeed, being the 
visible sign of all other \irtuc.s.” 

“ Whence,” said brother Michael, “ we choose our 
abbot by his nose: 

The rn.cc on fhc no.se dntli a'l virtues disclose: 

For the out want grace shows 

That the inward ttvrrllowjs. 

When It ill the rose of a red, red nose.’* 

“ Now,” s.iid tlie little friar, “ as is the firmness so is 
the redness, and as is tlie redness so is the shyness.” 

“ Marry why?” said brother Michael. “ The solution 
is not physical-natural, but physical-historical, or natural 
superimluetivc. And thereby hangs, a tale, which may 1» 
either said or sung: 

The damsel stood to watch-the fight 
By tile banks <if McK\ 

And they liri.u^tht to her foot her own tr^c knight 
iiuro'Wuundc'd on a bier. 

She knelt hyr him his wounds to bind. 

She WB'ihed them with many a fear * 

And shmits ro^e fa^l upon the wind, 

Which told that the foe was near. 

” Oh! let not,” he said, ** while yet I live. 

The cruel foe me take: 

But with thy sweet li|>s a last kiss give, 

And cast me in the lake.** 
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Around his neck she wound her arms* 

And she k:.Ht»ed hi« lips so psie: 

And evermore the war’s alarms 
Came louder up the vale. 

She drew him to the lake’s steep side, 

Where the red heath fringed the hhore; 

She plunged with him lieneath the tide. 

And they were fteun no more. 

Their true blood mingled in Kingslea Mere, 

'i'hat to mingle on earth wa^ fain : 

And the trout that Kwnns in that crystal clear 
Is tinged with the crimson stain. 

“ Thus you see how good comes of evil, and how a holy 
friar may fare better on fast-day for the violent death of 
two lovers two hundred years ago. The inference is most 
consecutive, that wherever • you catch a red-fleslicd trout, 
love lies bleeding under the water: an occult quality, 
which can only act in the stationary waters of a lake, being 
neutralised by the rapid transition of those of a stream." 

“ And why is the trout shyer for that” asked Sir 
Ralph. 

“Do you not see?” said brother Michael. “The 
virtues of both lovers diffuse themselves through the lake. 
The infusion of masculine valour makes the fish active and 
sanguineous : the infusion of maiden modesty makes him 
coy and hard to win: and you shall find througli life, the 
fish wliicli is most easily hooked is not the licst worth 
dishing. But yonder are the towers of Arliiigford.” 

Tile little friar stopped. He seemed suddenly struck 
with an awful thouglit, which caused a momentary pal- 
lesecnce in his rosy complexion ; and after n brief hesita¬ 
tion, he turned his galloway, and told his companions he 
should give them good day. 

“ M^hy, what is in the wind now, brother Peter ? ” 
said Friar Michael. 

“ The lady Matilda,” said the little friar, “ can draw 
the long-bow. She must bear no goodwill to Sir Ralph ; 
and if she should espy' him from her tower, she may testify 
her recognition with a cloth.yard shaft. She is not so in. 
fallible a markswoman, but that she might shout at a crow 
and kill a pigeon. She might peradventure miss the knight, 
and hit me, who never did her any harm.” 
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“ Tut, tut, man,” said brother Michael, “ there is no 
such fear.” 

“ Mass,” said the little friar, “ but there is such a fear, 
and very strong too. You who have it not may keep your 
way, and I who have it shall take mine. 1 am not jUst 
now in the vein for being picked off at a long shot.” And 
saying these words, he spurred up his four-footed better 
half, and galloped off as nimbly as if he had had an arrow 
singing behind him. 

“ Is this lady Matilda, then, so very terrible a damsel?” 
said Sir Ralph to brother Michael. 

“ By no means,” said the friar. “ She has certainly a 
high spirit ; but it is the wing of the eagle, without his 
beak or his claw. She is as gentle as magnanimous ; but 
it is the gentleness of the summer wind, which, however 
lightly it wave the tuft of the pine, carries with it the inti¬ 
mation of a power, that, if roused to its extremity, could 
make it bend to the dust.” 

“ From the warmth of your panegyric, ghostly father,” 
said the knight, “ I should almost suspect you were in 
love with the damsel.” 

“ So I am,” said the friar, “ and I care not who knows 
it ; but all in the way of honesty, master soldier. I am, 
as it were, her spiritual lover ; and were she a damsel 
errant, I would be her ghostly esquire, her fiiar militant. 
I would buckle me in armour of proof, and the devil might 
thresh me black with an iron flail, before I would knock 
under in her cause. Though they be not yet one canoni¬ 
cally, thanks to your soldiership, the earl is her liege lord, 
and she is his liege lady. I am her father confessor and 
ghostly director: I have taken on me to show her the way 
to the next world ; and how can I do that if 1 lose sight 
of her in this ? seeing that this is but the road to the 
other, and has so many circumvolutions and ramifications 
of bye-ways and beaten paths (all more thickly set than 
the true one with finger-posts and mile-stones, not one of 
which tells truth), that a traveller has need of some one 
who knows the way, or the odds go hard against him that 
,he will ever see the face of Saint Peter.” 
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“ But there must surely be some reason,” said Sir 
Ralph, “ for father Peter’s apprehension.” 

“ None,” said brother Michael, but the apprehension 
itself; fear being its own father, and most prolific in self, 
propagation. The lady diil, it is true, once signalize her 
displeasure against our little brother, for reprimanding her 
in that she would go huriting a-inornings instead of at¬ 
tending matins. She cut short t’'e thread of his eloquence 
by sportively drawing her bow-string and loosing an arrow 
over his head ;■ he wadfllcd off with singular speed; and 
was in much awe of her for many months. I thonglit he 
had forgotten it: but let that pass. In truth, she would 
have had little of her lover’s company, if she had liked the 
chaunt of the choristers better than the cry of the hounds: 
yet I know not; for they were companions from the cradle, 
and reciprocally fashioned each other to the love of the fern 
and the fox-glove. Had either been less sylvan, the other 
might have been more saintly ; but they will now never 
hear matins but those of the lark, nor reverence vaulted 
aisle but that of the greenwood canopy: They arc twin 
plants of the forest, and are identified with its growth. 

For the (ilciider Itoech and the Kaiding oak, 

That grow by ilie shadowy nil. 

Yon may cut down both at a itinglo titrokc, 

You may cut down which you will 

Hut this you must know, that as long as they grow, 

Whatever change may he, 

You never can teach either oak or beech 
To be aught but a greenwood tree.'* 


CriAPTEU III. 

InHsracd wrath in glowing breart. — Bctlkii. 

The knight and the friar arriving at Arlingford Castle, 
and leaving their horses in tlie care of lady Matilda’s 
groom, with whom the friar was in great favour, were 
ushered into a stately apartment, where they found the 



MAID MARIAN. 


189 


baron alone, flourishing an enormous carving-knife over a 
brother baron — of beef — with as much vehemence of 
action as if he were cutting down an enemy. The baron 
was a gentleman of a fierce and choleric tem^ierament: he 
was lineally descended from the redoubtable Fierabras of 
Normandy, who came over to England with the Conqueror, 
and who, in the battle of Hastings, killed with his own 
hand four.and-tvventy Saxon cavaliers all on a row. 
The very excess of the baron’s internal rage on the pre¬ 
ceding day had smothered its external manifestation: he 
was so equally angry with both parties, (hat he knew not 
on which to vent his wrath. He was enraged with the earl 
for having brought himself into such a dilemma without 
his privity ; an<l he was no less enraged with the king’s 
men for their very unseasonable intrusion. He could wil¬ 
lingly have fallen upon both parties, but he must neces¬ 
sarily have begun with one; and he felt that on whichever 
side he should strike the fiist blow, his retainers would 
immediately join battle. He had therefore contented him¬ 
self with foicing away his daughter from (he scene of 
action. In the course of the evening he had received in¬ 
telligence that the earl’s castle was in possession of a party 
of the king’s men, who liad been detached by Sir llai|)h 
Monlfaucon to seize on it duiing the earl’s absence. The 
baron inferred from this that the carl’s case was desperate; 
ami those who have had the opportunity of seeing a rich 
friend fall suddenly into poverty, may easily judge by their 
own feelings how quickly and completely the whole moral 
being of the earl was changed in the baron’s estimation. 
I'lic baron iinmediiitely proceeded to retjuire in his daughter’s 
mind the same summary revolution that bad taken place in 
his own, and considerid liiinself exceedingly ill-ustd by 
her iioii-cempliance. The lady had retired loiter cliainber, 
and the baron had jiasseil a supperless and sleepless night, 
stalking about his apartments till an advanced hour of the 
morning, whin hunger eompelled him to summon into his 
presence the spoils of the buttery, which, being the in¬ 
tended array of an uneaten wedding feast, were more than 
usually abundant, and on which, wlicn the knight rfnd the 
friar entered, he was falling with desperate valour. He 
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looked up at them fiercely, with his mouth full of beef and 
his eyes full of flame, and rising, as ceremony required, 
made an awful bow to the knight, inclining himself forward 
over the table and presenting his carving-knife en militaire, 
in a manner that seemed to leave it doubtful whether he 
meant to show respect to his visitor, or to defend his pro¬ 
vision : but the doubt was soon cleared up by his politely 
motioning the knight to be seated ; on which the friar ad¬ 
vanced to the table, saying, “ For what we are going to 
receive,” and commenced operations without further pre¬ 
lude by filling and drinking a goblet of wine. 'I'be baron 
at the same time offered one to Sir Ralph, with the look of 
a man in whom habitual hospitality and courtesy were 
struggling with the ebullitions of natural anger. They 
pledged each other in silence, and the baron, having com¬ 
pleted a copious draught, continued working his lips and 
his throat, as if trying to swallow his wrath as he had done 
his wine. Sir Ralph, not knowing well what to make of 
tliese ambiguous signs, looked for instructions to the friar, 
who by significant looks and gestures seemed to advise him 
to follow his example and partake of the good cheer before 
him, without speaking till the baron should be more intel¬ 
ligible in his demeanour. The knight and the friar, ac¬ 
cordingly, proceeded to refect themselves after their ride ; 
the baron looking first at the one and then at the other, 
scrutinising alternately the serious looks of the knight and 
the merry face of the friar, till at length, having calmed 
himself sufficiently to speak, he said, “Courteous knight and 
ghostly father, I presume you have some other bu.siness 
with me than to eat my beef and drink my canary ; and if 
so, I patiently await your leisure to enter on the topic." 

“ Lord Fitzwater,” said Sir Ralph, “ in obedience to 
my royal master. King Henry, I have been the unwilling 
instrument of frustrating the intended jiuptials of your fair 
daughter ; yet will you, I trust, owe me no displeasure for 
my agency herein, seeing that the noble maiden might 
otherwise by this time have been the bride of an outlaw.” 

“ 1 am very much obliged to you, sir,” said the baron; 
“ very exceedingly obliged. Your solicitude for my daugh¬ 
ter is truly paternal, and for a yoqng man and a stranger 
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very singular and exemplary: and it is very kind withal to 
come to the relief of my insufficiency and inexperience, 
and concern yourself so much in that which concerns 
you not.” 

“ You misconceive the knight, noble baron,” said the 
friar. “ He urges not his reason in the shape of a precon¬ 
ceived intent, but in that of a subsequent extenuation. 
True, he has done the lady Matilda great wrong-” 

“ IIow, great wrong?” said the baron. “What do 
you mean by great wrong? Would you have had her 
married to a wild fly-by-night, that accident made an earl 
and nature a deer-stealer ? that has not wit enough to eat 
venison without picking a quarrel with monarchy ? that 
flings away his ovin lands into the clutches of rascally 
friars, for the sake of hunting in other men’s grounds, and 
feasting vagabonds that wear Lincoln green, and would 
have flung away mine into the bargain if he had had my 
daughter? What do you mean by great wrong? ” 

“ True,” said the friar ; “ great right, I meant.” 

“ Right! ” exclaimed the baron: “ what right has any 
man to do my daughter right but jnyself ? AVhat right has 
any man to drive my daughter’s bridegroom out of the 
chapel in the middle of the marriage ceremony, and turn 
all our merry faces into green wounds and bloody cox¬ 
combs, and then come and tell me he has done us groat 
right? ” ; 

“ True," said the friar: “ he has done neither right 
nor wrong.” 

“ But he has,” said the baron, “he has done both, and 
I will maintain it with my glove.” 

“It shall not need,” said Sir Ralph; “I will concede 
any thing in honour.” 

“And I,” said the baron, “will concede nothing in 
honour; I will concede nothing in honour to any man.” 

“ Neither will I, Lord Fitzwater,” said Sir Ralph, “ in 
that sense: but hear me, I was commissioned by the king 
to apprehend the Earl of Huntingdon. 1 brought with me 
a party of soldiers, picked and tried men, knowing that 
he would not lightly yield. 1 sent my lieutenant .with a 
detachment to surprise the earl’s castle in his absence, and 
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laid niy measures for intercepting him on the way to his 
intended nuptials ; but he seems to have had intimation of 
this part of my plan, for lie brought with him a large 
armed retinue, and took a circuitous route, which made 
him, I believe, somewhat later than his appointed hour. 
When the lapse of time showed me that he had taken 
another track, I pursued him to t'le chapel; and I would 
have awaited the close of the ceremony, if I had thought 
that either yourself or your daughter would have felt 
desirous that she should have been the bride of an out¬ 
law.” 

"Who said, sir,” cried the baron, "that we were 
desirous of any such thing ? But truly, sir, if I had a 
mind to the devil for a son-in-law, I would fain see the 
man that should venture to interfere.” 

“That would I,” saiil llio friar; "^for I have under¬ 
taken to make her renounce the devil.” 

“ Slie shall not renounce the dcyil,” said the baron, 
“unless I please. You are very ready with your under¬ 
takings. Will you undertake to make her renounce tlie 
earl, wlio, I believe, is the devil incarnate? Will you 
undertake that ? ” 

“Will 1 undertake,” said the friar, “to make Trent 
run’ westward, or to make flame burn dowinvard, or to 
make a tree grew with its head in tlic earth and its root 
in the air ? ” 

“ So tlien,” said the baron, “ a girl’s mind is as haid to 
change as nature and the elements, and it is easier to 
make her renounce the devil than a lover. Arc you a 
match for the devil, and no match for a man ? ” 

“ My warfare,” said the friar, “ is not of this world. 

I am militant not against man, but tlio devil, who goes 
about seeking what he may devour.” 

“Oh! docs he so?” said the baron: “then 1 take it 
that makes you look for him so often in my buttery. Will 
you cast out the devil wltose name is Legion, when you 
cannot cast out the imp whose name is Love ? ” 

“Marriages," said the friar, “ are made in heaven. 
Love is Ood’s work, and therewith 1 meddle not.” 

“God's work, indeed!” said the baron, “when the 
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ceremony was cut short in the church. Could men have 
put them asunder, if God had joined them together ? And 
the earl is now no earl, hut plain Robert Fitz-Ooth: 
therefore. I’ll none of him.” 

“ He may atone,” said the friar, “ and the king may 
mollify. The earl is a worthy peer, and the king is a 
courteous king.” 

“ He cannot atone,” said Sir Ralph. “ He has killed 
the king's men ; and if the baron should aid and abet, he 
will lose his castle and land.” 

Will I ?” said the baron; “not while I have a drop 
of blood ill my veins. He that comes to take them shall 
first serve me as the friar serves my flasks of canary: he 
shall drain me dry as hay. Am I not disparaged .>* Am 1 
not outraged f Is not my daughter vilified, and made a 
mockeryA girl half-married ? There was my butler 
brought home with a broken head. My butler, friar; 
there is that may move your sympathy. Friar, the earl- 
no-earl shall come no more to my daugliter.” 

“Very good,” said the friar. 

“It is not very good,” said the baron, “for I cannot 
get her to say so.” 

“ 1 fear,” said Sir Ralph, “ the young lady must be much 
distressed and discompostal.” 

“Not a whit, sir,” said the baron. “She is, as usual, 
in a most provoking imperturbability, and contradicts me 
so smilingly that it would enrage you to sec her.” 

“ 1 had hoped, ” said Sir Raljih, “ that 1 might have 
seen her, to make my excuse in }icrson for the hard neces¬ 
sity of my duty.” 

He had scarcely spoken, when the door opened, and the 
lady made her appearance. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

1 1' An you iftad,' or what nr? jrou, that you .squeak out your catches without 
mliifattcib at^Eein’orsc of v»rice?*- 'J'iwf/lA yigM. 

MATjtDAi not cb-eaffi'ing of visitors, tripped into the apart¬ 
ment in a drtss of forest scoen, with a small quiver by 
her side, and-k bow-and arrow in her hand. Her hair, 
black and glossy as the raven’s wing, curled like wandering 
clusters of dark ri])e gra|ics under the edge of her round 
bonnet; and a plume of black feathers fell back negligently 
above it, with an almost liorizoutal inclination, that .seemed 
tile habilual eflcct of rapid motion against the wind. Her 
black eyes sparkled like sunbeams on a river; a clear, deep, 
liquid radiance, the reflection of ethereal lire, — tempered, 
not subdued, in the medium of its living and gentle mirror. 
Her lips were half opened to speak as she entered the 
apartment; atid with a smile of recognition to the friar, ami 
a courtesy to the stranger knight, she approached tlic baron 
and saiil, “ ^'oii are late at your breakfast, father.” 

1 am not at breakfast,” said the baron. “ I have 
been at supper : my last night’s supper ; for I had none.” 

“ 1 am sorry,” said Malida, “ you should have gone to 
bed supperless.” 

“ I did not go to bed suppcrlcss,” slid the baron: “ 1 
did not go to bed at all: and what arc you <loing with that 
green dress ami that bow ami arrow ? " 

I am going a-hunting,” said Matilda. 

“ A-hunting 1 ” said the baron. “ AV'hat, 1 warrant 
you, to meet willi the earl, and slip your neck into the same 
noose ? ” 

“ No,” said Matilda: “ 1 am not going out of our own 
woods to-day.” 

How do I know that ? ” said the baron. “ What surety 
have I of that?" 

“ Here is tlie friar,” said Matilda. He will be surety.” 

*' Not ho,” said the baron : “ he will undertake nothing 
hut where the devil is a party concerned.” 
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‘'Yte, I will/’ said the ftiat ; f'l, will dnderttlce an^i 
thing for the lady Matilda." 

“ No matter for that,” gaul the baron.: “ she shall not go 
hunting to day.” , ' 

“Why, father," said Matilda, “if yon coop me up 
here in this odiotls castle, I shall pine and die; like a lonely 
swan on a pool.’’ ' ' ' 

“ No,” said the baron, “ tbe lojiely swan does not die 
on the pool. If there he a river at hand, she llics to the 
river, and finds her a mate; and so shall not you.” 

“ But,” Said Matilda, “ you may send with ,ijie any, or 
as many, of your grooms as you will.” 

“ My grooms,” said the baron, “ arc all false knaves. 
There is not not a rascal among them but loves you better 
than me. Villains that I feed and clothe.” 

“ Surely,” .said Matilda, “ it is not villany to love me: if 
it be, I should be sorry iny father were an honest man.” 
The baron relaxed his muscles into a smile. “ Or my 
lover either,” added Matilda. The baron looked grim 
again. 

“ For your lover,” said the baron, “ you may give 
(iod thanks of him. lie is as arrant a knave as ever 
poached.” 

“What, for hunting the king's deerr” said Matilda. 
“ Have I not heard you rail at the forest laws by the 
hour ? ” 

“ Did you ever hear me,” said the baron, “ rail myself 
out of house and laudIf I had done that, then were I 
a knave.” 

“ My lover,” said Matilda, “ is a brave man, and a true 
man, and a generous inau, and a young man, andff hwd* . 
some man; aye, and an honest man too.” 

“How can he be an honest man,” said tbe baron, “ when 
be has neither house nor land, which are the better part of 
a man ?" 

“ They are but the husk of a man,” said Matilda, “ the 
worthless coat of the chesnut: the man himself is the 
kernel.” 

“ The man is the grape stone,” said the baron, “ and 
o 2 
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the pulp of the melon. Tlie house and land arc the true 
substantial fruit, and all that give him savour and value.” 

“lie will never want house,or land,” said Matilda, 
“ while the meeting boughs weave a green roof in the wood, 
and the free range of the hart marks out the bounds of the 
forest.” 

“ Vert and venison ! vert and venison !” exclaimed the 
baron. “ Treason and flat rebellion. Confound your 
smiling face ! what makes you look so good-humoured ? 
What! you thitik I can’t look at you, and be in a passion ? 
You think .so, do you ? \3’e shall see. Have you no fear 

in talking thus, when here is the king’s liegeman come to 
take us all into custody, .and confiscate our goods and 
chattels ? ” 

“ Nay, Lord Fitzwater,” said Sir Halph, “you tvrong me 
in your report. My visit is one of courtesy atid excuse, 
not of menace and authority.” 

“ There it is,” said the baron: “every one takes a jilcasure 
ill contradicting me. Here is this courteous knight, who 
has not opened his mouth three times since he has been 
in my house excc])tto take in provision, cuts me short in my 
story with a flat denial.” 

“ Oil ! 1 cry you mercy, sir knight,” said Matilda ; “ I 
did not mark you hefore. I am your ilebtor for no slight 
favour, and so is my liege lord.” 

“ Her liege lord !” exclaimed the baron, taking large 
strides across the chamlK’r. 

“ 1‘ardon me, gentle lady,” said Sir Ralph. “ Had 1 
known you before yesterday, 1 would have cut off my 
right hand ere it should have been raised to do you dis¬ 
pleasure.” 

“ Oh sir,”jsaid Matilda, “ a good man maybe forced on 
an ill office: but I can distinguish the man from his duty.” 
She presented to him her hand, which he kissed respectfully, 
and simultaneously w'ith the contact thirty-two invisible 
arrows plunged at once into his heart, one from every point 
of the compass of his pericardia.^ 

“ Well, father,” added Matilda, “ I must go to the 
wootls.” 

“ Must ycu?” said the baron ; “ I say you must not.” 
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“ I?ut I am going,” said Matilda. 

“ But I will have up tlic drawbridge,” said the baron. 

“ ]}ut I will swim the moat,” said Matilda. 

“ But I will secure the gates,” said the baron. 

“ But I will leap'from the battlement,” said Matilda. 

“But I will lock you in an upper chamber,” said the 
baron. 

“ But I will shred tlic tapestry,” said Matilda, “ .rad let 
myself down.” 

“ But 1 will lock you in a turret,” said the baron, 
“ where you shall only see light through a loophole.” 

“ But through that loojihole,” said Matilda, “will I take 
my flight, like a young eagle from its aerie; iind, father, 
while 1 go out freely, I will return willingly: but if once 
I slip out through a looji-hole-” She paused a mo¬ 

ment, and then added, singing,— 

TIic love that follows fain 
Will never its f.iith hetray : 

Ttut ih<‘ faith that i.s held in a chain 

Will novel he fouml again, 

If a iingle link give way. 


The melody acted irresistibly on the harmonious pro¬ 
pensities of the friar, who accordingly sang in his turn,— 

For hark ! h.irk ! hark ! 

'I'hc dog doth liark, 

'i’liat watches the wild doer’s lair. 

TJie hunter awake.s at the jieep of the dawn, 

Jtut (he lair it's empty, the tleer it is gone, 

And the hunter knows not where. 


Matilda and the friar then sang together,— 

Then follow, oh follow I the hounds <lo cry : 

The red sun flaine.s in the eastern sky : 

The stag bounds over the hollow. 

He that lingers in spirit, or loiters in hall, 

Shall see us no more till the evening fall, 

And no voice but the echo shall answer liis call: 

Then follow, oh follow, follow : 

Follow, oh follow, follow! 

During the process of this harmony, the baron’s eyes 
wandered from his daughter to the friar, and from the friar 
to his daughter again, with an alternate expresion of anger 
differently modified: when he looked on the friar, it was 
anger without qualification ; when he looked on his daughter 
o 3 
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it was still anger, but tempered by an expression of invo¬ 
luntary admiration and pleasure. ■ These rapid fluctuations 
of the baron’s physiognomy—the habitual, reckless, re. 
solute merriment in the jovial face of the friar,—and the 
cheerful, elastic spirits that played on the lips and sparkled 
in the eyes of Matilda, — would have presented a very 
amusing combination to Sir llalpii, if one of the three images 
in the group had not absorbed his total attention with 
feelings of intense delight very nearly allied to pain. The 
baron’s wrath was somewhat counteracted by the reflection 
that his daughter’s good spirits seemed to show that they 
would naturally rise triumphant over all disappointments ; 
and he had had sufficient experience of her humour to 
know that she might sometimes be led, hut never could be 
driven, 'riicn, too, he was always delighted to hear her 
sing, though he was not at all pleased in this instance with 
the subject of her song. Still he would have endured the 
subject for the sake of the melody of the treble, but his 
mind was not sufficiently attuned to unison to relish the 
harmony of the bass. 'I'he friar’s accompaniment put him 
out of all patience, and — So," he exclaimed, “ this is the 
way, you teach my daughter to renounce the devil, is it ? A 
hunting friar, truly ! ATho ever heard l)efore of a hunting 
friar ? A j)rofane, roaring, bawling, bumper-bibbing, neck¬ 
breaking, catch-singing friar.!'’’ 

“ Under favour, bold baron," said the friar ; but the 
friar was warm with canary, and in his singing vein ; and 
he could not go on in plain unmusical prose. lie there¬ 
fore sang in a new tune,— 

Tiimigli 1 bo now a groy, groy friar. 

Yet 1 was once a lialc young knight: 

The cry ofniy dogs was the only choir 
In which my spirit did take delight. 

lattle I recked ofmatiii bell, 

But drowned its toll with my clanging horn : 

And the only beads 1 loved to tvl) 

Were the beads of dew on the spangled thorn. 

The baron was going to storm, but the friar paused, and 
Matilda sang in repetition,— 

l4ittlc T reck of matin licll. 

But drown its toil with my clanging horn; 

And the only beads I love to tell 
Are the beads of dew on the sjiangled thorn. 
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And then she and the friar sang the four lines together, 
and rang the changes upon them alternately. 

Little I reck of matin bell, 

sang the friar. 

“ A precious friar,” said the baron. 

But drown its toll with my clanging horn, 

sang Matilda. 

“ More shame for you,” said the baron. 

• And the only hcatN f love (o tell 

Are the beiui,-. ol dew on ihc spangled thorn, 

sang Matilda and the friar togetlier. 

“ Penitent and confessor,” said the baron : “ a hopeful 
pair truly.” 

'J'he friar went on,— 

An art'hcr keen I wnK withal. 

As over ditl lean on greenwood tree ; 

And could make the Heeie.'t roebuck lab, 

A gooti tlnee bundred yards bom me. 

Though ehaiigelul time, with hanti fetnere, 

Has made me now these jf»ys liirego, 

Yet tny heart houmls whene’er 1 bear 
VoichK! hark away ! and tally liol 

Matilda chimed in as before. 

“ Are you mad said the baron. “ Are you insane.^ 
Are you possessedWhat do you mean ? AVhat in the 
devil's name do you both mean ? ” 

Yoicks! hark away! and tally ho! 

roared the friar. 

'I'hc baron’s pent-up wrath bad accumulated like the 
Waters above the dam of an overshot mill. The pond-head 
of his passion being now filled to the utmost limit of its 
capacity, and beginning to overflow in the quivering of his 
lips and the flashing of his eyes, he pulled up all the flash- 
hoards at once, and gave loose to the full torrent of his in¬ 
dignation, by stnzing, like furious Ajax, not a massy stone 
more than two modern men could raise, but a vast dish of 
beef more than fifty ancient yeomen could eat, and whirled 
it like a coit, in terrorem, over the head of the friar, to the 
extremity of the apartment. 

Where it on oaken floor did Mettle, 

With mighty din of ponderous meUL 

o 4 
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“ Nay father,” said Matilda, taking the baron’s hand, “do 
not harm the friar; he means not to offend you. My gaiety 
never before displeased you. Least of all should it do so 
now, when I have need of all my spirits to outweigh the 
severity of my fortune.” 

As she spoke the last words, tears started into her eyes, 
which, as if ashamed of the involuntary betraying of her 
feelings, she turned away to conceal. The baron was 
subdued at once. He kissed his daughter, held out his 
hand to the friar, and said, “ Sing on, in God’s name, and 
crack away the flasks till your voice swims in canary.” 
'riien turning to Sir llalpli, he said, “ You see how it is, 
sir kiiij'ht. Matilda is my daughter; but she has mein 
leading-strings, that is the truth of it.” 


CHAPTER V. 

’Tis trnc» no lover lias that power 
'J’o enforce a desperate uirtour. 

As he that has two slrings to his bow, 

And nuriis for love and money too. —Butlck. 

Tiie friar had often had experience of the baron’s testy 
humour; but it had always before confined itself to words, 
in which the habit of testiness often mingled more expression 
of displeasure than the internal feeling prompted. He knew 
the baron to be hot and choleric, but at the same time hos¬ 
pitable and generous; passionately fond of his daughter, often 
thwarting her in seeming, but always yielding to her in fact. 
The early attachment between Matilda and the Earl of Hun¬ 
tingdon had given the baron noscrious reason to interfere with 
her habits and pursuits, which were so congenial to those 
of Iter lover ; and not being overburdened with orthodoxy, 
that is to say, not being seasoned with more of the salt of 
the spirit than was necessary to preserve him from excom¬ 
munication, confiscation, and philotheoparoptesism *, he 
was not sorry to encourage his daughter’s choice of her con- 


* lloaaling by a ilow fire for the love of God. 
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fessor in brother Michael, who had more jollity and less 
hypocrisy than any of his fraternity, and was very little 
anxious to disguise his love of the good things of this world 
under the semblance of a sanctified exterior. The friar and 
Matilda had often sung duets together, and had been ac¬ 
customed to the baron’s chiming in with a stormy capricaio, 
which was usually charmed into silence by some sudden 
turn in the witching melodies of Matilda. They had 
therefore naturally calculated, as far as their wild spirits 
ealculated at all, on the same effects from the same causes. 
Ilut tlie circumstances of the preceding day had made an 
essential alteration in the ease. The baron knew well, from 
the intelligence he had received, that the earl’s offence was 
past remission; which wouhl have been of less moment but 
for the awful fact of his castle being in the possession 
of the king’s forces, and in those days possession was 
considerably more than eleven points of the law. The 
baron was therefore convinced that the earl’s outlawry was 
infallible, and that Matilda must either renounce her lover, 
or become with him an outlaw and a fugitive. In pro¬ 
portion, therefore, to the baron’s knowledge of the strength 
and duration of her attachment, was his fear of the diffi¬ 
culty of its ever being overcome: her love of the forest and 
the chase, which he had never before discouraged, now pre¬ 
sented itself to him as matter of seriousalarm; andif her cheer¬ 
fulness gave him hope on the one hand by indicating a spirit 
suimribr to all disappointments, it was suspicious to him on 
the other, as arising from some latent certainty of being soon 
united to the earl. All these circumstances concurred to 
render their songs of the vanished deer and greenwood ar¬ 
chery and Yoicks and Harkaway, extremely mal-a-propon, 
and to make his anger boil and bubble in the cauldron of 
his spirit, till its more than ordinary excitement burst forth 
ivith sudden impulse into active manifestation. 

But as it sometimes happens, from the might 
Of rage in minds that can no farther go„ 

As high as they have mounted in despite 
In tne^r remission do they sink as low. 

To our bold baron did it ha{^ri so. * 


• Of these lines all that is not in italics belongs to Mr. ‘Wordsworth ; Itest» 
lution and Independence. 
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For his discobolic exploit proved the climax of his rage, 
and was .succeeded by an immediate sense that he Iiad jiassed 
the bounds of legitimate passion ; and he sunk immediately 
from the very pinnacle of opposition to the level of implicit 
acquiescence. The friar’s spirits were not to be marred by 
such a little incident. lie was half-inclined, at first, to re¬ 
turn the baron’s compliment; but his love of Matilda 
checked him; and when the baron held out his hand, the 
friar seized it cordially, and yhey drowned all recollection 
of the affiiir by jiledging each other in a cup of canary. 

The friar, having stayed long enough to see every thing 
replaced on a friendly footing, rose, and moved to take his 
leave. Matilda told him he must come again on the 
morrow, for she had a very long confession to make to him. 
'rhis the friar promised to do, and departed with the 
knight. 

Sir Ralph, on reaching the abbey, drew his followers to¬ 
gether, and led them to Locksley (lastle, which he found 
in the possession of his lieutenant; whom he again left there 
with a sufficient force to hold it in safe keeping in the king’s 
name, and proceeded to London to reiiort the results of his 
enterprise. 

Now Henry our royal king was very wroth at the earl’s 
evasion, and swore by Saint ’riiomas-a-Becket (w'hom he 
had himself translated into a saint by having him knocked on 
the head), that he would give the castle and lands of Locksley 
to the man who should bring in the earl. Hereupon en¬ 
sued a process of thought in the mind of the knight. ’Phe 
eyes of the fair huntress of Arlingford had left a wound in 
his heart which only she who gave could heal. lie had 
seen that the baron was no longer very partial to the out¬ 
lawed earl, hut that he still retained his old affection for the 
lands and castle of Locksley. Now the lands and castle 
were very fair things in themselves, and would be pretty 
appurtenances to an adventurous knight; but they would 
be doubly valuable as certain passports to the father’s favour, 
which was one step towards that of the daughter, or at 
least towards obtaining possession of her either quietly or 
perforce ; for the knight was not so nice in his love as to 
consider the lady’s free grace a sine qua non : and to think 
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of being, by any means whatever, the lord of Loclcsley and 
Arlingford, and the husband of the bewitching Matilda, was 
to cut in the shades of futurity a vista very tempting to a 
soldier of fortune. He set out in high spirits with a chosen 
band of followers, and beat up all the country far and wide 
around both the Ouse and the Trent; but fortune did not 
seem disposed to s(!Cond his diligence, for no vestige what¬ 
ever could he trace of the earl. His followers, who were 
only pai^ with the wages of hope, began to murmur and 
fall off; for, as those unenlightened days were ignorant of 
the happy invention of paper machinery, by which one 
promise to pay is sati.sfactorily paid with another promise 
to pay, and that again with another in infinite series, they 
would not, as their wiser posterity has done, take those 
tenders for true pay which were not sterling; so that, one 
fine morning, the knight found himself sitting on a pleasant 
bank of the Trent, with only a solitary squire, who stiU 
clung to the shadow of proferinent, Irecause he did not see 
at the moment any better chance of the substance. 

The knight did not desj)air because of the desertion of 
his followers: he was well aware that he could easily raise 
recruits if he could once find trace of his game; he, there¬ 
fore, rode about indefatigably over, hill and dale, to the 
great sharpening of his own appetite and that of his squire, 
living gallantly from inn to inn when his purse was full, 
and quartering himself in the king’s name on the nearest 
ghostly brotherhood when it happened to be empty. An 
autumn and a winter had passed away, when the course of 
his perlustralions brought him one evening into a beautiful 
sylvan valley, where he found a number of young women 
weaving garlands of flowers, and singing over their pleasant 
occupation. He approached them, and courteously in¬ 
quired the way to the nearest town. 

“ There is no town within several miles,” was the 
answer. 

“ A village, then, if it be but large enough to furnish an 
inn r ” ' 

“ There is Gamwell just by, but there is no inn nearer 
than the nearest town.” 

“ An abhey, then ? ” 
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“ There is no abbey nearer than the nearest inn.” 

“ A house then, or a cottage, where I may obtain hos¬ 
pitality for the night ? ” 

“ Hospitality ! ” said one of the young women ; “ you 
have not far to seek for that. l)o you not know that you 
arc in the neighbourhood of Gamwell.IIall } ” 

“ So far from it,” said the knight, “ that I never heard 
the name of Gamwell-ITall before.” 

“ Never heard of Gamwcll-Hall ?” exclaimed all the 
young women together, who could as soon have dreamed 
of his never having heard of tlie sky. 

“Indeed, no,” said Sir Ralph; “but I shall be very 
happy to get rid of my ignorance.” 

“ And so shall 1,” said his squire; “ for it seems that 
in this case knowledge will for once be a cure for hunger, 
wherewith I am grievously afflicted.” 

“ And why are you so busy, my pretty damsels, weaving 
these garlands ? ” said the knight. 

“ Why, do you not know, sir,” said one of the young 
women, “ that to-morrow is Gamwell feast 

The knight was again obliged, with all humility, to 
confess his ignorance. 

“ Oh ! sir,” said his informant, “ then you will have 
something to see, that I can tell you ; for we shall choose 
a Queen of the May, anti we shall crown her with flowers, 
and place her in a chariot of flowers, and draw it with 
lines of flowers, and we shall hang all the trees with 
flowers, and we shall strew all the ground with flowers, 
and we shall dance with flowers, and in flowers, and on 
flowers, and we shall be all flowers.” 

“ That you will,” said the knight; “ and the sweetest 
and brightest of all the flowers of the May, my pretty 
damsels.” On which all the pretty damsels smiled at him 
and each other. 

“ And there will lie all sorts of May-gaines, and there 
will be prizes for archery, and there will be the knight’s 
ale, and the foresters’ venison, iind there will be Kit 
Scrapesqueak with his Addle, and little Tom Whistlerap 
with his flfe and tabor, and Sam Trumtwang with his 
harp, and Peter Muggledrone with his bagpipe, and how 



MAID MARIAN. 


205 


I shall dance with Will Whitethorn! ” added the girl, 
clapping her hands as she sjioke, and bounding from the 
ground with the pleasure of the anticipation. 

A tall athletic young titan approached, to whom the 
rustic maidens courtesied with great respect; and one of 
them informed Sir llalph that it was young Master M'illiatn 
Gamwell. The young gentleiiian invited and conducted 
the knight to the hall, where ho introduced him to the old 
knight his father, and to the old lady his mother, and to 
the young lady his sister, and to a number of bold yeomen, 
who were laying siege to beef, brawn, and plum pie 
arotind a ponilerous table, and taking co])ious draughts of 
old October. A motto was inscribed over the interior 
door, — 

KAT, DltlNK, AND UK MKRBY t 

an injunction which Sir llalph and his squire showed 
remarkable alacrity in obeying. Old Sir (luy of (Jamwell 
gave Sir Ralph a very cordial welcome, and entertained 
biiti (luring supper with several of liis best stories, enforced 
with an occasiontd slap on the back, and pointed with a 
peg in the ribs ; a species of vivacious eloquence in which 
tlic old gentleman excelled, and which is supposed by 
many of that pleasant variety of the human species, known 
by tlie name of choice fellows and comical dogs, to be the 
genuine tangible shape of the cream of a good joke. 


CHAPTER VI. 


What! wc have iiicibion 'i ah ill we embrew 'f 

Henry IV. 

Old Sir Guy of Gamwell, and young William Gamwell, 
and fair Alice Gamwell, and Sir Ralph Montfaucon and his 
squire, rode together the next morning to the scene of the 
feast. They arrived on a village-green, surrounded with 
cottages peeping from among the trees by which the green 
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was completely encircled. The whole circle was hung round 
with one continuous garland of flowers, depending in irre¬ 
gular festoons from the branches. In the centre of the 
green was a May.pole hidden in boughs and garlands; and 
a multitude of round-faced bumpkins and cherry-cheeked 
lasses were dancing around it, to the quadruple melody of 
Scrapesqueak, Whistlerap, Trumtwang, and Muggledrone; 
harmony we must not call it; for, though they had agreed 
to a partnership in point of tune, each, like a true pains¬ 
taking man, seemed determined to have his time to him¬ 
self : Muggledrone played allegretto, Trumtwang allegro, 
Whistlerap prexto, and Scrapesqueak prextixxhuo. There 
was a kind of mathematical proportion in their discre¬ 
pancy ; while Muggledrone played the tunc four times, 
Trumtwang played it five, Whistleraj) six, and Scrape- 
squeak eight; for the latter completely distanced all his 
competitors, and indeed worked his elbow so nimbly that 
its outline was scarcely distinguishable through the misti. 
ness of its rapid vibration. 

While the knight was delighting his eyes and cars with 
these pleasant sights and sounds, all eyes were turned in 
one direction ; and Sir llalph, looking round, saw a fair 
lady in green and gold come riding through the trees, 
accompanied by a portly friar in grey, and several fair 
damsels and gallant grooms. On their nearer approach, 
he recognised the lady Matilda and her ghostly adviser, 
brother Michael. A party of foresters arrived from ano¬ 
ther direction, and then ensued cordial interchanges of 
greeting, and collisions of hands and lips, among the Gam- 
wells and the new-comers, — “ How does my fair coz, 
Mawd?” and *‘How does my sweet coz, Mawd?” and 
“ How docs my wild coz, Mawd” And “ Eh ! jolly 
friar, your hand, old boy : ” and “ Here, honest friar: ” 
and “ To me, merry friar: ” and “ By your favour, 
mistress Alice: ” and “ Hey ! cousin Robin: ” and “ Hey ! 
cousin Will: ” and “Od’s life ! merry Sir Guy, you grow 
younger every year,”—as the old knight shook them all in 
turn with one hand, and slapped them on the back witli 
the other, in token of his affection. A number of young 
men and women advanced, some drawing, and otliecs 
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dancing round, a floral car; and having placed a crown of 
flowers on Matilda’s head, they saluted her Queen of the 
May, and drew her to t)ie place appointed for the rural 
sports. 

A hogshead of ale was abroach under an oak, and a fire 
was blazing in an oj)en sjracc before the trees to roast the 
fat deer which the foresters brought. The sports cora- 
ineticcd ; and, after an agreeable scries of bowling, coiling, 
pitching, hurling, racing, leaping, grinning, wrestling or 
friendly dislocation of joints, and cudgel-playing or ami¬ 
cable cracking of skulls, the trial of archcry ensued. The 
conqueror was to be rewarded with a golden arrow from 
the hand of the Queen of the May, who was to be his 
partner in the dance till the close of the feast. This 
stimulated the knight’s emulation: young Gamwcll sup¬ 
plied him with a bow and arrow, and he took his station 
among the foresters, but had the mortification to be out-i 
shot by them all, and to see one of them lodge the point of 
his arrow in the golden ring of the centre, and receive the 
prize from the hand of the heautiful Matilda, who smiled 
on him with particular grace. The jealous knight scru¬ 
tinised the successful chami>ion rvith great attention, and 
surely thought he had seen that face before. In the mean 
time the fore.ster led the lady to the station. The luckless 
Sir Italph drank deep draughts of love from the matchless 
grace of her attitudes, as, taking the bow in her left hand, 
and adjusting the arrow with her right, advancing her left 
foot, and gently curving her bc.autifvd figure with a slight 
motion of her head that waved her black feathers and her 
lingleted hair, she drew the arrow to its head, and loosed 
it fiom her open fingers, 'i'he arrow struck witliin the 
ring of gold, so close to that of the victorious forester that 
the points were in contact, and the feathers were inter¬ 
mingled. Great acclamations succeeded, and the forester 
led Matilda to the dance. Sir Ralph gazed on her fas¬ 
cinating motions till the torments of baffled love and jealous 
T.age became unendurable; and approaching young Gamwcll, 
he asked him if he knew the name of that forester who was 
leading the dance with the Queen of the May ? 
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“Robin, I believe,” said youngGamwell carelessly; “I 
think they call him Robin.” 

“ Is that all you know of him i ” said Sir Ralph. 

“ ^V^hat more should I know of him ? ” said young 
Gamwell. 

“ Then I can tell you,” said Sir Ralph, “ he is the out¬ 
lawed Earl of Huntingdon, on whose head is set so large 
a price.” 

^ “ Ay, is he ” said yonng Gamwell, in the same careless 
manner. 

“ He were a prize worth the taking,” said Sir Ralph. 

“ No doubt,” said young Gamwell. 

“ How think.you? ” said Sir Ralph: “are the foresters 
his adherents ? ” 

“ 1 cannot say,” said young Gamwell. 

“ Is your peasantry loyal and well-disposed ?” said Sir 
Ralph. 

“ Passing loyal,” said young Gamwell. 

“ If I should call on them in the king’s name,” said Sir 
Ralph, “think you they would aid and assist? ” 

“ Most likely they would,” said young Gamwell, “one 
side or the other.” 

“Ay, but which side?” said the knight. 

“ That remains to be tried,” sai<l young Gamwell. 

“ I have King Henry’s commission,” said the knight, 
“ to apprehend this earl that was. How would you advise 
me to act, being, as you see, without attendant force?” 

“ 1 would advise you,” said young Gamwell, “ to take 
yourself off without delay, unless you would relish the 
taste of a volley of arrows, a shower of stones, and a hail¬ 
storm of cudgel-blows, which would not be turned aside 
by a God save King Henry.” 

Sir Ralph’s squire no sooner heard this, and saw by the 
looks of the speaker that he was not likely to prove a false 
prophet, than he clappeil spurs to his horse and galloped 
off with might and main. 'Phis gave the knight a good 
excuse to pursue him, which he did with great celerity, 
calling, “Stop, you rascal.” When the squire fancied 
himself safe out of the reach of pursuit, he.checked his 
speed, and allowed the knight to come up with him. They 
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rode on several miles in silence, till they discovered the 
towers and spires of Nottingham, where the knight intro¬ 
duced himself to the sheriff, and demanded an armed force 
to assist in the appreliension of tlie outlawed Earl of Hunt¬ 
ingdon. The sheriff; who was willing to have his sliaie of 
the prize, determined to accompany the knight in person^ 
and regaled him and his man with good store of the best; 
after which, they, with a stout retinue of fifty men, took 
the way to Gamwell feast. 

“ God’s my life,” said the sheriff, as they rode along, 
“ 1 had as lief you would tell me of a service of jilate. 
J much doubt if this outlawed earl, this forester Robin, 
be not the man they call Robin Hood, who has (juartered 
himself in Sherwood I'’orest, and whom in endeavouring to 
apprehend I have fallen divers times into disasters. He 
has gotten together a band of disinherited prodigals, out¬ 
lawed debtors, exconnuunicaled heretics, elder sons tlrat 
have spent all they had, and younger sons that never had 
any thing to spend ; and with these he kills the king’s 
deer, and plunders wealthy travellers of five-sixths of their 
money ; but if they be abbots or bishops, them he despoils 
utterly.” 

'J'he sheriff then proceeded to relate to his companion 
tile adventure of the abbot of Uoublefiask (which some 
grave historians have related of the abbot of iSaint Mary’s, 
and others of the bishop of Hereford): how the abbot, 
returning to his abbey in company with his high selerer, 
who carried in his portmanteau the rents of the abbey- 
lands, and with a numerous train of attendants, came upon 
four seeming peasants, who were roasting the king’s veni¬ 
son by the king’s highway: how, in just indignation at 
this flagrant infringement of the forest laws, he asked 
them what they meant, and they answered that they meant 
to dine: how he ordered them to be seized and bound, 
and led captive to Nottingham, that they might know 
wild-flesh to have been destined by Providence for licensed 
and privileged appetites, and not for the base hunger of 
unqualified knaves; how they prayed for mercy, and how 
the abbot swore by Saint Charity that he would show them 
none: how one of them thereupon drew a bugle-horn 
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from under Ms smock-frock and blew three blasts, on 
which the abbot and his train were instantly surrounded 
by sixty bowmen in green: how they tied him to a tree, 
and made him say mass for their sins: how they unbound 
him, and sate him down with them to dinner, and gave 
him venison and wild-fowl and wine, and made him pay 
for his fare all the money in his high selerer’s portman¬ 
teau, and enforced him to sleep all night under a tree in 
his cloak, and to leave the cloak behind him in the morn¬ 
ing: how the abbot, light in pocket and heavy in heart, 
raised the country upon Robin Hood, for so he had heard 
the chief forester called by his men, and hunted him into 
an old woman’s cottage: how Robin changed dresses with 
the old woman, and how the abbot rode in great triumph 
into Nottingham, having in custody an old woman in a 
green doublet and breeches: how the old woman dis¬ 
covered herself: how the merrymen of Nottingham laughed 
at the abbot: how th^ abbot railed at the old woman, and 
how the old woman out-railed the abbot, telling him that 
Robin had given her food and fire through the winter, 
which no abbot would ever do, but wouhl rather take it 
from her for what he called the good of the church, by 
which he meant his own laziness and gluttony; and that 
she knew a true man from a false thief, and a free forester 
from a greedy abbot. 

“ Thus you see," added the sheriff, “ how this villain 
perverts the deluded people by making them believe that 
those who tithe and toll upon them for their spiritual and 
temporal benefit are not their best friends and fatherly 
guardians; for he holds that in giving to boors and old 
women what he takes from priests and peers, he does but 
restore to tlie former what the latter had taken from them; 
and this tlie impudent varlet calls distributive justice. 
Judge now if any loyal subject can be safe in such neigh¬ 
bourhood.” 

Wliile the sheriff was thus enlightening his companion 
concerning the offenders, and whetting his own indignation 
against them, the sun was fast sinking to the west. They 
rode on till they came in view of a bridge, which they saw 
a party approaching from the opposite side, and the knight 
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presently discovered that the party consisted of the lady 
Matilda and friar Michael, young Gamwell, cousin Robin, 
and about half-a-dozen foresters. The Icnight pointed out 
the earl to the sheriff, who exclaimed, “Here, then, we 
have him an easy prey; ” and they rode on manfully 
towards the bridge, on whicli the other party made halt. 

“ Wnio be these,” said the friar, “ that come riding so 
fast this way ? Now, as God shall judge me, it is that 
false knight Sir Ralph Montfaucoii, and the sheriff of 
Nottingham, with a posse of men. We must make good 
our post, and led them dislodge us if they may.” 

Tile two parties were now near enough to parley ; and 
the sheriff and the knight, advancing in the front of the 
cavalcade, called on the lady, the friar, young Gamwell, 
and the foresters, to deliver up that false traitor, Robert, 
formerly Karl of Huntingdon. Robert himself made answer 
by letting fly an arrow that struck the ground between the 
fore feet of the sheriff’s horse. The horse reared up from 
the whizzing, and lodged the sheriff in the dust; and, at 
the same time, die fair Matilda favoured the knight with 
an arrow in his right arm, that compelled him to withdraw 
from the affray. His men lifted the sheriff carefully up, 
and re]ilaced him on his horse, whom he immediately with 
great rage and zeal urged on to the assault with his fifty 
men at his heels, some of whom were intercepted in their 
advance by the arrows of the foresters and Matilda; while 
the friar, with an eight-foot stafl^ dislodged the sheriff a 
second time, and laid on him with all the vigour of the 
church militant on earth, in spite of his ejaculations of 
“ Hey, friar Michael! What means this, honest friar ? 
Hold, ghostly friar ! Hold, holy friar !”—till Matilda in¬ 
terposed, ami delivered the battered sheriff to the care of 
the foresters. 'J'he friar continued flourishing his staff 
among the sheriff’s men, knocking down one, breaking the 
ribs of another, dislocating the shoulder of a third, flatten¬ 
ing the nose of a fourth, cracking the skull of a fifth, and 
pitching a sixth into the river, till the few, who were lucky 
enough to escape with whole bones, clapped spurs to their 
horses and fled for their lives, under a farewell vblley of 
arrows. 

p 2 
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Sir Ralph’s squire, meanwhile, was glad of the excuse 
of attending his master’s wound to absent himself from 
the battle; and put the poor knight to a great deal of un¬ 
necessary pain by making as long a business as possible of 
extracting the arrow, which he had not accomplished when 
Matilda, approaching, extracted it with great facility, and 
bound up the wound with her scarf, saying, “ I reclaim 
my arrow, sir knight, which struck where 1 aimed it, to 
admonish you to desist from your enterprise. 1 could as 
easily have lodged it in your heart.” 

“It did not Jiced,” said the knight, with rueful gal¬ 
lantry ; “ you have lodged one there already.” 

“ If you mean to say that you love me,” said Matilda, 
“ it is more than 1 ever shall you: but if you will .show 
your love by no further interfering with mine, you will at 
least merit my gratitude.” 

The kniglit made a wry face under the double pain of 
heart and body caused at the same moment by the material 
or martial, and the metaphorical or erotic arrow, of which 
the latter was thus barbed by a deelaration more candid 
than flattering j but he did not choose to put in any such 
claim to the latly’s gratitude as would bar all hopes of her 
love : he therefore remained silent; and the lady and her 
escort, leaving him and the sheriff to the care of the squire, 
rode on till they came in sight of Arlingford Castle, when 
they parted in several directions. The friar rode off alone; 
and after the foresters had lost sight of him they heard his 
voice through the twilight, singing,— 

A Ktaff, a fttafr, of a young oak graff. 

That IS both stouro anti stit!’, 

Is all a gcMHl friar can noeds tlesirc 
To ^hrivc a proud shoriHe. 

Aiiil tliou, fhu* folldwo, wIm) has tasted so 
Of the forester’s greeitwtiod game. 

Wilt be in no haNte thy time to waste 
In seeking more taste of the same : 

Or this can 1 read thee, and riddle tliee well, 

Tliou liaflst better by far be llie devil in hell, 

Than he sherifl' of Nuttiiighamc. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

Now, master sheriff, what’s your will with me ? 

Henry IV. 


Matilda had carried her point with the baron of ranging 
at liberty whithersoever slic would, under her positive pro¬ 
mise to return home ; she was a sort of prisoner on parole : 
she had obtained this indulgence by means of an obsolete 
habit of always telling the truth anil keeping her word, 
which our enlightened age has discarded with other liarbarisms, 
hut which had the effect of giving her father so much con¬ 
fidence in her, that he could not lu lp considering her word 
a better security than locks and bars. 

The baron had been one of the last to hear of the 
rumours of the new outlaws of Sherwood, as Matilda had 
taken all possible precautions to keep tho.se rumours from 
his knowledge, fearing that they might cause the inter¬ 
ruption of her greenwood liberty ; and it was oidy during 
her absence at Gamwcll feast, that the butler, being thrown 
off his guard by liquor, forgot her injunctions, and regaled 
the baron with a long story of the right merry adventure of 
llobin Hood and the abbot of 1 foublefiask. 

The baron was one morning, as usual, cutting his way 
valorously through a ramjiart of cold provision, when his 
ears were suddenly assailed by a tremendous alarum, 
and sallying forth, and looking from his castle tvall, 
he perceived a large party of armed men on the other 
side of the moat, wlio were calling on the warder in 
the king’s name to lower the drawbridge and raise the 
portcullis, which had both been secured by Matilda’s order. 
'The baron walked along the battlement till he came opposite 
to these unexpected visitors, who, as soon as they saw him, 
called out, “ Low'er the drawbridge, in the king’s name." 

“ For what, in the devil’s name?” said the baron. 

“ The sheriff of Nottingham,” said one, “ lies in bed 
grievously bruised, and many of his men are wounde’d, and 
several of them slain ; and Sir Ralph Montfaucon, knight, is 
p 3 
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sore wounded in the arm; and we are charged to ap¬ 
prehend AVilliain Gamwell the younger^ of Gamwell Ilall, 
and father Micliael of llubygill Abbey, and Matilda Fitz- 
water of Arlingford Castle, as agents and accomplices in the 
said breach of the king’s peace.” 

“ Breach of the king’s fiddlestick ! ” answered the baron. 
“ 'iVhat do you mean by coining here with your cock and 
bull stories of my daughter grievously bruising the sheriff 
of Nottingham ? You are a set of vagabond rascals in dis¬ 
guise ; and J hear, by the bye, there is a gang of thieves 
that has just set up business in Sherwood Forest: a pretty 
pretence, indeed, to get into my castle with force and arms, 
and make a famine in my buttery, and a drought in my 
cellar, and a void in my strong box, and a vacuum in my 
silver scullery.” 

“ Lord Fitzwater,” cried one, “ take heed how you re¬ 
sist lawful authority : we will prove ourselves-” 

“ You will jirove yourselves arrant knaves, 1 doubt not,” 
answered the baron; “but, villains, you shall be more 
grievou.s1y brui.sed by me than ever was the sheriff by my 
daughter (a pretty tale truly !), if you ilo not forthwith avoid 
my territory.” 

By this lime the baron’s men had flocked to the battle¬ 
ments, with long-bows and eross-bovvs, slings and stones, 
and Matilda with her bow and quiver at their head. 'J’he 
assailants, finding the castle so well defended, deemed it 
expedient to withdraw till they could return in greater force, 
and rode off to llubygill Abbey, where they made known 
their errand to the father abbot, who, having satisfied him- 
.self of their legitimacy, and conned over the allegations, said 
that doubtless brother Michael had heinously offended ; but 
it was not for the civil law to take cognizance of the mis¬ 
doings of a holy friar ; tliat he would summon a chapter of 
monks, and pass on the offender a sentence proportionate to 
his offence. The ministers of civil justice said that would not 
do. The abbot said it would do and should ; and bade them 
not provoke the meekness of his ,catholic charity to lay them 
under the curse of Rome. This threat had its effect, and the 
party rode off to Gamwell-Hall, where they found the Gam- 
wells and their men just sitting down to dinner, which they 
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saved tlicm the trouble of eating by consuming it in the 
king's name themselves, having first seized and bound 
young Gamwell; all whith they accomplished by dint of 
superior numbers, in despite of a most vigorous stand made 
by the (ramwellites in defenee of their young master and 
their provisions. 

'Die baron, meanvphile, after the ministers of justice had 
departed, interrogated Matilda concerning the alleged fact 
of the grievous bruising of the sheriff of Nottingham. Ma¬ 
tilda told him the whole history of (iainwell feast, and of 
their battle on the bridge, which had its origin in a design 
of the sheriff of Nottingham to take one of the foresters into 
custody. 

“ Ay ! ay !” said the baron, “and 1 guess who that fo¬ 
rester was ; hut truly this friar is a ilesperatc fellow. 1 did 
not think there could have been so much valour under a 
grey frock. And so you wounded the knight in the arm. 
you are a wild girl, Mawd, — a ehi]> of the old block, 
Mawd. A wild girl, and a wild friar, antj three or four 
foresters, wild lads all, to keep a bri<lge against a tame 
knight, and a tame sheriff, and fifty tame varlets; by tins 
light, the like was never hc.ard ! Hut do you know, Mawd, 
you must not go about so any more, sweet Mawd: you 
must stay at home, you must ensconce; for there is 
yourtamesheriffontheone hand, that will take you ]>erforcc; 
and there is your wild forester on the other hand, that will 
take you without any force at all, Mawd : your wild forester, 
Robin, cousin Robin, Robin Hood of Sherwood Forest, that 
beats and binds bishops, spreads nets for archbishops, and 
hunts a fat abbot as if he were a buck : excellent game, no 
doubt, but you must hunt no more in such company. I 
see it now: truly I might have guessed liefore that the bold 
outlaw Robin, the most courteous Robin, the new thief of 
Sherwood Forest, was your lover, the earl that has been : I 
might have guessed it before, and what led you so much to 
the woods; but you hunt nor more in such company. No 
more May games and Gamwell feasts. My lands and 
castle would be the forfeit of a few more such pranks ; and 
I think they are as well in my hands as the king’s, quite as 
well.” 
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“You know, father,” said Matilda, “the condition of keep¬ 
ing me at home: I get out if I can, and not on parole." j 
“Ay! ay!” said the baron, “if you can; very true: 
watch and ward, Mawd, watch and ward is my word ; if 
you can, is yours. The mark is set, and so start fair.” 

The baron would have gone on in this way for an hour; 
but the friar made his appearance with a long oak staff in 
his hand, singing,— 

Drink and sing, and oat and laugh, 

And so go fortli lo hattlo : 

For the trip of a skull and the end of a staff 
1)0 make a glnistly rattle. 

“Ho! ho! friar!” said the baron — “singing friar, 
laughing friar, roaring friar, fighting friar, hacking 
friar, thwacking friar ; cracking, cracking, cracking friar ; 
joke-cracking, bottle-cracking, skull-cracking friar !” 

“ And ho! ho ! ” sjiid the friar, — “ bold baron, old baron, 
sturdy baron, wordy baron, long baron, strong baron, 
mighty baron, flighty baron, mazed baron, crazed baron, 
hacked baron, Siwacked baron ; cracked, cracked, cracked 
baron ; bone-cracked, sconce-cracked, brain-cracked baron !” 

“ M'hat do you mean,” said the baron, ‘'bully friar, by 
calling me hacked and thwacked ” 

“ VV'^ere you not in the wars ? ” said the friar, “ where 
he who csca|)es unbacked does more credit to his heels than 
his arms. I pay tribute to your valour in calling you hacked 
and thwacked.” 

“ I never was thwacked in my life,” said the baron I 
stood my ground manfully, aud covered my body with my 
sword, if I had had the luck to meet with a fighting friar 
indeed, 1 might have been thwacked, and soundly too; but 
1 hold myself a match for any two laymen ; it takes nine 
fighting laymen to make a fighting friar.” 

“ AVdience come you now, holy father ? ” asked Matilda. 

“ From Rubygill Abbey,” said the friar, “whither 1 never 
return: 

For I must sock some hermit roll, 

Whore I alone iny bcada may tell, 

Aiui on the wight who that way fares 
Levy a toll for iny ghostly jfray’rs, 

I>evy a toll, levy a tt»ll, 

I>evy a toll for iny ghostly pray’rs.” 
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“ What is the matter then, father ? ” said Matilda. 

“ This is the matter,” said the friar : “ my holy brethren 
have held a chapter on* me, and sentenced me to seven 
years’ privation of wine. I therefore deemed it fitting 
to take my departure, which they would fain have pro¬ 
hibited. I was enforced to clear the way with my staff". 
1 have grievously beaten my dearly beloved brethren : 
I grieve thereat; but they enforced me thereto. I 
have beaten them much; 1 mowed them down to the 
riglit and to ihe left, and left them like an ill-rea])ed field 
of wlieat, ear and straw ])ointing all ways, scattered in sin- 
glen(!ss and jumbled in masses ; and so bade them farewell, 
saying, Peace Ik; with you. But I must not tarry, lest 
danger be in my rear; therefore, farewell, sweet Matilda ; 
and farewell, noble baron ; and farewell, sweet Matilda 
.again, the alpha and omega of father Michael, the first and 
the last.” 

“ Farewell, father,” said the haron, a little softened; 
“ and (rod send you be ticver assailed by more than fifty 
men at a time.” 

“ Amen,” said the friiir, “ to that good wish.” 

“ And we shall meet again, father, 1 trust,” said Ma¬ 
tilda. 

“ AV'hen the storm is blown ov-er,” said the baron. 

“ Doubt it not,” said the friar, ” though flooded Trent 
were between us, and fifty devils guarded the bridge.” 

lie kissed Matilda's forehead, and walked away without 
a song. 


CHAPTER VIII. 

Let gallows gape for dog: lot man go free. 

Uenry V. 

A PAGE had been brought up in Oamwell-Hall, who, while 
he was little, had been called Little John, and continued to 
be so called after he had grown to be a foot taller than any 



218 


MAID MAEIAN. 


Other man in the house. He was full seven feet high. 
His latitude was worthy of his longitude, and his 
strength was worthy of both ; and though an honest man 
by profession, he had ])ractised archery on the king’s deer 
for the benefit of his master’s household, and for the im¬ 
provement of his own eye and hand, till his aim had be¬ 
come infallible within the range of two miles. He had 
fought manfully in defence of his young master, took his 
captivity exceedingly to heart, .‘ind fell into bitter grief and 
boundless rage when he heard that he had J)ceu tried in 
Nottingham and sentenced to die. Alice (iamwell, at Little 
John’s request, wrote three letters of one tenotir ; and Little 
John, having attached them to three blunt arrows, saddled 
the fleetest steed in old Sir Guy of Gamwell’s stables, 
mounted, and rode first to Arlingford t.'aslle, where he shot 
one of the three arrow's over the battlements; then to llu- 
bygill Abbey, where he shot the second into the ahbey- 
garden ; then hack ])ast (iamwell-Ilall to the borders of 
Sherwood Forest, where he shot the third into the wood. 
Now the first of these arrows lighted in the nape of the 
neck of Lord Fitzvvater, and lodged itself firmly between 
his skin and his collar ; the second rebounded with the 
hollow vibration of a drumstick from the shaven sconce of 
the abbot of llubygill; and the third pitched perjtcndicidarly 
into the centre of a venison pasty in which llobin Hood 
was making incision. 

Matilda ran up to her father in the court of Arlingford 
Castle, seized the arrow, drew off the letter, and concealed 
it in her bosom before the baron had time to look round, 
which he did with many expressions of rage against the 
impudent villain who had shot a blunt arrow into the nape 
of his neck. 

“ But you- know, father,” said Matilda, “ a sharp arrow 
in the same place would have killed you; therefore the 
sending a blunt one was very considerate.” 

“ Considerate, with a vengeance !” said the baron. 
“ Where was the consideration of sending it at all ? This 
is some of your forester’s pranks. He has missed you 
in the forest, since 1 have kept watch and ward over 
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you, and by way of a love-token and a remembrance to 
you takes a random shot at me.” 

The abbot of Rubygill’incked up the missile-missive or 
messenger arrow, which had rebounded from his shaven 
crown, with a very unghostly malediction on the sender, 
which he suddenly checked with a pious and consolatory 
reflection on the goodness of Providence in having blessed 
him with such a thickness of skull, to wdiich he was now 
indebted for temporal preservation, as he had before la-en 
for si)iritual irromotion. He opened the letter, which was 
addressed to father Michael; and found it to contain an 
intimation that William Uamwell was to be hanged on 
Monday at Nottingham. 

“ And I wish,” said the abbot, father Michael were 
to be hangeil with him : an ungrateful monster, after 1 had 
rescued him from thi' fangs of civil justice, to reward my 
lenity by not leaving a bone unbruised among the holy bro¬ 
therhood of Ruhygill.” 

Robin Hood extracted from his venison pasty a similar 
intimation of the evil dijstiny of his cousin, whom he de- 
tennined, if possible, to rescue from the jaws of (,'erberus. 

The sheriff of Nottingham, though still sore with his 
bruises, was so intent on revenge, that he raised himself 
from his bed to attend the execution of AVilliam (iamwell. 
He rode to the august structure of retributive Themis, as 
the French call a gallows, in all the pride and jiomp of 
shrievalty, and w'ith a splendid retinue of well-e(iuii>ped 
knaves and varlets, as our ancestors called honest serving- 
men. 

Young (Jamwell was brought forth with his arms pi¬ 
nioned behind him ; his sister Alice and his father. Sir (luy, 
attending him in disconsolate mood. He had rejected the 
confessor provided by the sheriff, and had insisted on the 
privilege of choosing his own, whom Little John had pro¬ 
mised to bring. Little John, however, had not made 
his appearance when the fatal procession began its march ; 
hut when they reached the place of execution. Little John 
appeared, accompanied by a ghostly friar. 

“Sheriff,” said young (iamwell, “let me not die with 
my hands pinioned: give me a sword, and set any odds of 
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your men against mOj and let me die the death of a man, 
like the descendant of a noble house, which has never yet 
been stained with ignominy.” 

“ No, no," said the sheriff; “ I have had enough of 
setting odds against you. I have sworn you shall be hanged, 
and hanged you shall be.” 

“ Then God have mercy on me,” said young Gamwell ; 
“ and now, holy friar, shrive my sinful soul.” 

The friar approached. 

“ Let me see this friar,” said the sheriff: “ if he be 
the friar of the bridge, I had as lief have the devil in 
Nottingham ; but he shall find me too much for him 
here." 

“ The friar of the bridge,” said Little John, '' as you 
very well know, sheriff, was father Michael of Rubygill 
Abbey, and you may easily see that this is not the man.” 

“ 1 see it,” said the sheriflT; “and God be thanked for 
his absence.” 

Young Gamwell stood at the foot of the ladder, 'flu- 
friar ai)proached him, opened his book, groaned, turned up 
the whites of his eyes, tossed up his arms in the air, and 
said “ Doniiniix rohisnim.” lie then crossed both his 
hands on his breast under the folds of his holy robes, and 
stood a few moments as if in inward prayer. A deep silence 
among the attendant crowd accompanied this action of the 
friar; interrupted only by the hollow' tone of the death-bell, 
at long and dreary intervals. Suddenly the friar threw off’ 
his holy robes, aud appeared a forester clotficd in green, 
with a sword in his right hand and a horn in his left. 
With the sword he cut the bonds of William Gamwell, 
who Instantly snatched a sword from one of the sheriffs 
men ; and with the horn he blew a loud blast, which was 
answered at once by four bugles from the quarters of the 
four winds, and from each quarter came five-and-twenty 
bowmen running all on a row. 

“ 'Treason ! treason ! ” cried the sheriff. Old Sir Guy 
sprang to his son's side, and so did Little John; and the 
four setting back to back, kept the sheriff and his men at 
bay till the bowmen came within shot and let fly their ar¬ 
rows among the sheriff’s men, who, after a brief resistance. 
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fled in all directions. The forester, who had personated 
the friar, sent an arrow after the flying sheriff, calling with 
a strong voice, “To the shcrifl^’s left arm, as a keepsake 
from Robin Hood.” The arrow reached its destiny; the 
sherifl^ redoubled his speed, and, with the one arrow in his 
arm, did not stop to breathe till he was out of reach of 
another. 

The foresters did not waste time in Nottingham, but 
were soon at a distance from its walls. Sir Guy returned 
with Alice to Gamwell-Hall; but thinking he should not be 
safe there, from the .share he had had in his son’s rescue, 
they only remained long enough to supply themselves with 
clothes and money, and dei)arte(l, under the escort of Little 
.lohii, to another seat of llie Gamwells in Yorkshire. Young 
Gamwcll, taking it for granted that his offence was past 
remission, determined on joining Robin Hood, and accom- 
jianied him to the forest, where it was deemed expedient 
that he should change his name ; and he was rechristened 
without a priest, and with wine instead of water, by the 
immortal name of Scarlet. 


CHAPTER IX. 


Who spt my man i’ the htorks? —. 

T sot him t!ii ro, Sir: but his own (hsoniors 
i)c‘serv{'<l umcli less ailvanpomont.— Lear. 

The baron was inflexible in his resolution not to let Ma¬ 
tilda leave the castle. 'I'he letter, whicli announced to her’ 
the approaching fate of young Gamwcll, filled her with 
grief, and increased the irksomeness of a privation which 
already preyed sufficiently on her spirits, and began to un¬ 
dermine her health. She had no longer the consolation of 
the society of her old friend father Michael; the little fat 
friar of Rubygill was substituted as the castle confessor, 
not without some misgivings in his ghostly bosom ; but he 
was more allured by die sweet savour of the good things of 
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this world at Arlingford Castle, than deferred by his awe 
of the lady Matilda, which nevertheless was so excessive, 
from his recoHectidn of the twang of the bow-string, that 
he never ventured to find her in the wrong, much less to 
enjoin any thing in the shape of penance, as was the occa¬ 
sional practice of holy confessors, with or without cause, 
for the sake of pious discipline, and what was in those days 
called social order, namely, the preservation of the privileges 
of the few who happened to have any, at the expence of 
the swinish multitude who happened to have none, except 
that of working and being shot at for the benefit of their 
betters, which is obviously not the meaning of social order 
in our more enlightened times : let us therefore be grateful 
to Providence, and sing TV; Deum laudamus in chorus with 
the Holy Alliance. 

The little friar, however, though he found the lady spot¬ 
less, found the butler a great sinner : at least so it was con¬ 
jectured, from the length of time he always took to confess 
him in the buttery. 

Matilda became every day more pale and dejected: her 
spirit, which could have contended against any strenuous 
affliction, pined in the monotonous inaction to which she 
was condemned. While she could freely range the forest 
with her lover in the morning, she had Ix'en content to 
return to her father’s castle in the evening, thus preserving 
underanged the balance of her duties, habits, and affections ; 
not without a hope that the repeal of her lover’s outlawry 
might be eventually obtained, by a judicious distribution of 
some of his forest spoils among the holy fathers and saints- 
that-were-to-be, — pious proficients in the ecclesiastic art 
equestrian, who rode the conscience of King Henry with 
double-curb bridles, and kept it well in hand when it 
showed mettle and seemed inclined to rear and plunge. 
But the affair at Gamwell feast threw many additional 
difficulties in the way of the accomplishment of this hope; 
and very shortly afterwards King Henry the Second went 
to make up in the next world bis quarrel with Thomas-a- 
Bccket; and Richard Ca-ur de Lion made all England re¬ 
sound with preparations for the crusade, to the great delight 
of many zealous adventurers, who eagerly flocked under his 
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banner in the hope of enriching themselves with Saracen 
spoil, which they called fighting the battles of (iod. 
Richard, who was not rerflarkably scrupulous in his financial 
operations, was not likely to overlook the lands and castle of 
Locksley, which he appropriated immediately to his own pur¬ 
poses, and sold to the highest bidder. Now, as the repeal of 
the outlawry would involve tile restitution of the estates to the 
rightful owner, it was obvious that it could never be expect¬ 
ed from that most legitimate and most Christian king, Richard 
the First of England, the arch-crusader and anti.jacobin 
by excellence, — the very type, flower, cream, pink, symbol, 
anil mirror of all the Holy Alliances that have ever existed 
on earth, excepting that he seasoned his superstition and 
love of conquest with a certain condiment of romantic gene¬ 
rosity and chivalrous self-devotion, with which his imita¬ 
tors in all other points have found it convenient to dispense. 
To give freely to one man what he had taken forcibly from 
another,- was generosity of which he was very capable; but to 
restore what lieJiad taken to the man from wliom he had taken 
it, w'as something that wore too much of the cool physiog¬ 
nomy of justice to be easily reconcileable to his kingly feel¬ 
ings. lie had, besides, not only sent all King Henry’s saints 
about their business, or rather about their no-business — 
their./hincflHff,VC — but he had laid them under rigorous 
contribution for the purposes of his holy war; and having 
made them refund to the piety of the successor what they 
bad extraeted from the piety of the precursor, he compelled 
them, in addition, to give him their blessing for nothing. 
Matilda, therefore, from all these circumstances, felt little 
hope that her lover would be any thing but an outlaw for 
life. 

'fhe departure of King Richard from England was suc¬ 
ceeded by the episcopal regency of the bishops of Ely and 
Durham. Longehamp, bishop of Ely, proceeded to show 
his sense of Christian fellowship by arresting his brother 
bishop, and despoiling him of his share in the government; 
and to set forth his humility and loving-kindness in a 
retinue of nobles and knights who consumed in one night’s 
entertainment some five years’ revenue of their entertainer, 
and in a guard of fifteen hundred foreign soldiers, whom he 
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considered indispensable to the exercise of a vigour beyond 
the law in maintaining wholesome discipline over the refrac. 
tory English. The ignorant inlpatience of the swinish 
multitude with these fruits of good living, brought forth by 
one of the meek who had inherited the earth, displayed 
itself in a general ferment, of which Prince John took ad¬ 
vantage to make the experimdht of getting jmsscssion of 
his brother’s crown in his absence. He began by calling 
at Reading a council of barons, whose aspect induced the 
holy bishop to disguise himself (some say as an old woman, 
which, in the twelfth century, perhaps might have been a 
disguise for a bishoj)), and make his escape beyond sea. 
Prince John followed up his advantage by obtaining posse.s- 
sion of several strong posts, and among others of the castle 
of Nottingham. 

While John was conducting his operations at Notting¬ 
ham, he rode at times jiast the castle of Arlingford. lie 
stopped on one occasion to claim Lord Fitzwatcr’s hospi¬ 
tality, and made most princely havoc among his venison 
and brawn. Now it is a matter of record among divers 
great historians and learneil clerks, that he was then and 
there grievously smitten by the charms of the lovely Ma¬ 
tilda, and that a few days after he despatched his travelling 
minstrel, or laureate, llarpitou*, (whom he retained at 
moderate wages, to keel) ^ journal of his proceedings, and 
prove them all just and legitimate), to the castle of Arling- 
I’ord, to make proposals to the lady. This llarpitou was a 
very useful person. lie was always ready, not only to 
maintain the cause of his master with his pen, and to sing 
his eulogies to his harp, but to undertake at a moment’s 
notice iiiiy kind of courtly employment, called dirty work by 
the profane, which the blessings of civil government, namely, 
his master’s jtleasure, and the interests of social order, 
namely, his own emolument, might require. In short, 

II c'ut I'einploi qui cortoa n’ost pas mince, 

Kt qirjk 1a ctmr, ou tout se pciut en beau, 

On appflloit etn* I'aini tin prince; 

IVInis qu'a la vilU‘, et Mirtoul eii province, 
laCS gcjiB grosj>iei’» ont notnnir maquoreau. 

Prince John was of opinion that the love of a prince 
* Harp>iUon; or, a c<»*ruj9^/o» ofa creeping thing. 
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actual and king expectant, was in itself a sufficient honour 
to the daughter of a simple baron, and that the right divine 
of royalty would make it" sufficiently holy without the rite 
divine of the church. He was, therefore, graciously pleased 
to fall into an exceeding passion, when his confidential mes. 
senger returned from his embassy in piteous plight, having 
been, by the baron's order, first tossed in a blanket and set 
in the stocks to cool, and afterwards ducked in the moat 
and set again in the stocks to dry. John swore to revenge 
horribly this flagrant outrage on royal prerogative, and 
to obtain possession of the lady by force of arms ; and 
accordingly collected a body of troops, and marched 
upon Arlingford castic. A letter, conveyed as before on 
the point of a blunt arrow, announced his approach to 
Matilda: and lord Fitzwater had just time to assemble his 
retainers, collect a hasty supply of provision, raise the 
draw-bridge, and drop the portcullis, when the castle was 
surrounded by the enemy. The little fat friar, who during 
the confusion was asleep in the buttery, found himself, on 
awaking, inclosed in the besieged castle, and dolefully be¬ 
wailed his evil chance. 


CHAP. X. 


A noble girl, i* faith. Heart! I think 1 fight with a familiar, or the ghoKt of a 
fencer. Call you this an umorou!) visage? Here's l>l(K>tl that would have 
served me thetio boven years, in broken heads and cut fingers, and now it runs 
out all together.^MinoLE’i'ON. 7io/irtng Utr/. 


Prince John sat down impatiently before Arlingford 
castle in the hope of starving out the besieged ; but finding 
the duration of their supplies extend itself in an equal ratio 
with the prolongation of his hope, he made vigorous pre. 
parations for carrying the place by storm. He constructed 
an immense machine on wheels, which, being advanced to 
the edge of the moat, would lower a temporary bridge, of 
which one end would rest on the bank, and the other on 
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the battlements, and which, being well furnished with stoj)- 
ping boards, would enable his men to ascend the inclined 
plane with speed and facility. Matilda received intimation 
of this design by the usual friendly channel of a blunt arrow, 
which must either have been sent from some secret friend 
in the prince’s camp, or from some vigorous archer beyond 
it: the latter will not appear improbable, when we consider 
that Robin Hood and Little John could shoot two English 
miles and an inch point-blank. 

Come scrivc Tiirpino, clie non errs. 

The machine was completed, and the ensuing morning 
fixed for the assault. Six men, relieved at intervals, kept 
watch over it during the night. Prince John retired to 
sleep, congratulating himself in the exiiectation that another 
day would place the fair culprit at his princely mercy. 
Ilis anticipations mingled with the visions of his slum¬ 
ber, and he dreamed of wounds and drums, and sacking 
and filing the castle, and bearing off in his arms the beauti¬ 
ful prize through the midst of fire and smoke. In the 
height of this imaginary turmoil, he awoke, and conceived 
for a few moments that certain sounds which rang in his 
ears, were the continuation of those of his dream, in that 
sort of half-consciousness between sleeping and W'aking, 
when-reality and phantasy meet and mingle in dim and 
confu.sed resemblance. He was, however, very soon fully 
awake to the fact of his guards calling on him to arm, 
which he did in haste, and beheld the machine in fianies, 
and a furious conflict raging around it. He hurried to the 
spot, and found that his cam j) had been suddenly assailed from 
one aide by a party of foresters, and that the baron’s people 
had made a sortie on the other, and that they had killed 
the guards, and set fire to the machine, before the rest of 
the camp could come to the assistance of their fellows. 

'riic night was in itself intensely dark, and the fire-light 
shed around it a vivid and unnatural radiance. On one 
side, the crimson light tjuivered by its own agitation on the 
waveless moat, and on the bastions and buttresses of the 
castle, and their shadows lay in massy blackness on tlie 
illuminated walls : on the other, it shone upon the woods. 
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streaming far within among the open trunks, or resting 
on tlie closer foliage. The circumference of darkness 
bounded the scene on all Sides: and in the centre raged the 
war; shields, helmets, and bucklers gleaming and glitter¬ 
ing as they rang and clashed against each other; plumes 
confusedly tossing in the crimson light, and the massy 
light and shade that .<ell on the faces of the combatants, 
giving additional energy to their ferocious expression. 

John, drawing nearer to the scene of action, observed 
two young warriors fighting side by side, one of whom wore 
the habit of a forester, the other that of a retainer of Ar- 
lingford. He looked intently on them both : their jiosi- 
tion towards the fire favoured the scrutiny ; and the hawk’s 
eye of love very speedily discovered that the latter was the 
fair Matilda. The forester he did not know: but he had 
sufficient tact to discern that his success would be very 
much facilitated by separating her from this companion, 
above all others, lie therefore formed a party of men into 
a wedge, only taking esfiecial care not to be the point of 
it himself, and drove it between them with so much pre¬ 
cision, that they were in a moment far asunder. 

“ I.ady Matilda,” said John, “ yield yourself my pri¬ 
soner.” 

“If you would wear me, prince,” said Matilda, “you 
must win me and without givilig him time to tleliberate 
on the courtesy of fighting witli the lady of his love, she 
raised her sword in the air, and lowered it on his head with 
an impetus that would have gone nigh to fathom even that 
extraordinary depth of brain which always by divine grace 
furnishes the interior of a hcad-royal, if he had not very 
dexterously pariied the blow. Prince John wished to disarm 
and take captive, not in any way to wound or injure, least of 
all to kill, his fair opponent. Matilda was only intent to get 
rid of her antagonist at any rate : the edge of her weapon 
painted his complexion with .streaks of very unloverlike 
crimson, and she would probjply haye marred .lohn’s hand 
for ever signing Magna (lharta, but that he was backed by 
the advantage of numbers, .and that her sword broken short 
on the boss of his buckler. John was following up bis ad¬ 
vantage to make a cajitive of the lady, when he was sud- 
Q 2 
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denly felled to the earth hy an unseen antagonist. Some 
•f his men picked him carefully up, and conveyed him to 
his tent, stunned and stupified. 

When he recovered, he found Ilarpiton diligently assist¬ 
ing in his recovery, more in the fear of losing his place than 
in that of losing his master : the prince’s first inquiry was 
for the prisoner he had been on the point of taking at the 
moment when his habeas corpus was so unseasonably 
suspended. He was told that his people had been on the 
point of securing the said prisoner, when the devil sud¬ 
denly appeared among them in the likeness of a tall friar, 
having his grey frock cinctured with a sword-belt, and his 
crown, which whether it were shaven or no they could not 
see, surmounted with a helmet, and flourishing an eight- 
foot staff, with which he laid about him to the right and 
to the left, knocking down the prince and his men as if 
they had been so many nine-pins: in fine, he had rescued 
the prisoner, and made a clear passage through friend and 
foe, and in conjunction with a chosen party of archers, 
had covereil the retreat of the baron’s men and the for- 
ester.s, who had all gotie off in a body towards Sherwood 
forest. 

Ilarpiton suggesteil that it would be desirable to sack 
the casile, and volunteereil to lead the van on the cccasion, 
as the defenders were withdrawn, and the exploit seemed 
to promise much profit and little danger; John considered 
that the castle would in itself bo a great acquisition to him, 
as a stronghold in furtherance of his design on his brother’s 
throne; and was determining to take possession with the 
first light of morning, when he had the mortification to see 
the castle burst into flames in several places at onee. A 
piteous cry was heard from within, and while the prince 
was proclaining a reward to any one who woultl enter into 
the burning jiile, and elucidate the mystery of the doleful 
voice, forth waddled the little fat friar in an agony of fear, 
out of the fire into the frying-pan; for he was instantly 
taken into custody and carried before prince John, wringing 
his hands and tearing his hair. 

“ Arc you the friar,” said prince John, in a terrible 
voice, “ that laid me prostrate in battle, mowed down my 
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men like grass, rescued my captive, and covered the retreat 
of my enemies ? And, not content with this, have you now 
set fire to the castle in vrhich I intended to take up my 
royal quarters ? ” 

The little friar quaked like a jelly : he fell on his knees, 
and attempted to speak ; but in his eagerness to vindicate 
himself from this accumulation of alarming charges, he 
knew not where to begin ; his ideas rolled round upon each 
other like the radii of a wheel; the words he desired to 
utter, insteail of issuing, as it were, in a right line from his 
lips, seemed to conglobate themselves into a sphere turning 
on its own axis in his throat: after several ineffeetual 
efforts, his utterance totally failed him, and he remained 
gasj)ing, with his mouth open, his lips quivering, his hands 
clasped together, and the whites of his eyes turned up 
towards the prince with an expression most ruefully im¬ 
ploring. 

“ Are you that friar ? ” repeated the prince. 

Several of the by-standers declared that he was not that 
friar. The little friar, encouraged by this patronage, 
found his voice, and pleaded for mercy. The prince ques¬ 
tioned him closely concerning the burning of the castle. 
I'hc little friar declared, that he had been in too great fear 
during the siege to know much of what was going forward, 
cxeej)t that he had been conscious during the last few days 
of a lamentable deficiency of provisions, and had been pre¬ 
sent that very morning at the broaching of the last butt of 
sack, llarpiton groaned in sym|)athy. The little friar 
added, that he knew nothing of what had passed since, till 
he heard the flames roaring at his elbow. 

“ Take him away, Harpiton," said the prince, “ fill him 
with sack, and turn him out.” 

Never mind the sack," said the little friar, “ turn me 
out at once.” 

‘‘ A sad chance,” said Harpiton, “ to be turned out 
without sack.” 

But what Harpiton thought a sad chance the little friar 
thought a merry one, and went bounding like a fat buck 
towards the abbey of Rubygill. 

An arrow, with a letter attached to it, was shot into the 

« 3 
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camp, and carried to the prince. The contents were 
these: — 

“ Pbijvce John, — I do not consider myself to have re. 
sisted lawful authority in defending my castle against you, 
seeing that you are at present in a state of active rebellion 
against your liege sovereign lUcIiard: and if my provisions 
had not failed me, 1 would have maintained it till dooms¬ 
day. As it is, 1 have so welt disposed my combustibles 
that it shall not serve you as a strong hold in your rebellion. 
Jf you hunt in the chases of Notlinghanishirc, you may 
catch other gatne than iny daughter. Both she and I are 
content to be houseless for a time, in the reflection that 
wc have deserved your enmity, and the fiietidship of 
Coeur-de-Lion. 

“ Fitzwater.” 


CHAPTER XI. 


—'X’uck, the merry frhir, who many a sermon made 

In praise ot Hobnt JliMxi, hi.s outlaws, and their tradc.->^)RAYTO^^ 

The baron, with some of his retainers and all the foresters, 
halted at daybreak in Sherwood forest. 'J'hc foresters 
quickly erected tettts, and prepared an abundant breakfast 
of vctiison and ale. 

Now, Lord Fitzwater,” said the chief forester, recog¬ 
nise your son-ill-law that was to have been, in the outlaw 
Robin Hood.” 

“ Ay, ay,” said the baron, “ I have recognised you 
long ago." 

“ And recognise your young friend Gamwell,” said the 
second, “ in the outlaw Scarlet.” 

“ And Little John, the page,” said the third, “ in Little 
John the outlaw.” 

“ And Father Michael, of Rubygill Abbey,” said the 
friar, “ in Friar Tuck, of Sherwood forest. Truly, I have a 
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chapel here hard by, in the shape of a hollow tree, where 
I put up rny prayers for travellers, and Little John holds 
the plate at the door, 'for good praying deserves good 
paying.” 

“ I am in fine company,” said the baron. 

“In the very best of company,” said the" friar, “in the 
high court of Nature, and in the midst of her own nobility. 
Is it not so? This goodly grove is our palace: the oak 
and the beech are its colonnade and its canopy : the sun 
and the moon and the stars arc its everlasting lamps: the 
grass, and the daisy, and the primrose, and the viokt, are 
its many-coloured floor of green, white, yellow, and blue; 
the may-flower, and the woodbine, and the eglaniinc, and 
the ivy, are its decorations, its curtains, and its tapestry : 
the lark, and the thrush, and the linnet, and the nightin¬ 
gale, are itsunhireil ndnstrels and musicians, llobin Hood 
is king of the forest both by dignity of biitli and by virtue 
of his standing army : to say nothing of the free choice of 
his people, which he has imleed, but I pass it by .as an ille¬ 
gitimate basis of power. He holds his dominioit over the 
forest, and its horned multitude of citizen-deer, and its 
swinish multitude or jieasantry of wild boars, by right of 
conquest and force of arms. He levies contributions among 
them by tbc free consent of his archers, their virtual repre¬ 
sentatives. If they shoulil find a voice to complain tb'at we 
are ‘tyrants and usurpers to kill and cook themup in their 
assigned and native dwelling-place,’ we should mo>t con¬ 
vincingly admonish them, with point of arrow, that they 
have nothing to do with our laws but to obey them. Is it 
not written that the fat ribs of the herd shall be fed upon 
by the mighty in the lantl ? And have not they withal my 
blessing ? my orthodox, canonical, and archiepiscopal 
blc'sing? Ho I not give thanks for them when they are 
well roasted and smoking under iny nose ? M'’hat title had 
William of Normandy to England, that Robin of Locksley 
has not to merry Sherwood ? William fought for his claim. 
So does Robin. With whom, both ? With any that would 
or will dispute it. William raised contributions. .So does 
Robin. From whom, both ? From all that they could or 
4 4 
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can ipake pay them. Why did any pay them to William ? 
Why do any pay them to Robin ? For the same reason to 
both: because they could not or cannot help it. They differ 
indeed, in this, that William took from the poor and 
gave to the rich, and Rubin takes from tlie rich and gives 
to the poor: and therein is Robin illegitimate ; though in 
all else he is true prince. Scarlet and John, are they not 
peers of tlie forest ? lords temporal of Shervrood ? And am 
not I lord spiritual ? Am 1 not archbishop ? Ami not 
pope ? Do I not consecrate their banner and absolve their 
sins ? Are not they state, and arn not I church ? Are not 
they state monarchical, and am not J church militant? Do 
1 not excommunicate our enemies from venison and brawn, 
and by ’r Lady, when need calls, beat them down under my 
feet? The state levies tax, and tlie church levies tithe. 
Even so do we. Mass, wc take all at once. What then ? 
It is tax by redemption and tithe by commutation. Your 
William and Richard can cut and come again, but our 
Robin deals with sli|)pery subjects that come not twice to 
his exchequer. What need we then to constitute a court, 
except a fool and a laureate? For the fool, his only use 
is to make false knaves merry by art, and we are true men 
and are merry by nature. I'or the laureate, his only office is 
to find virtues in those who have none, and to drink sack 
for his pains. We have quite virtue enough to need him not, 
and can drink our sack for ourselves.” 

“ Well jireached, friar,” said Robin Hood : “ yet there 
is one thing wanting to constitute a court, and that is a 
queen. And now, lovely Matilda, look round upon these 
sylvan shades whe.'e we liave .so often roused the stag from 
his ferny covert. The rising sun smiles upon us through 
the stems of that becchen knoll. Shall I take your hand, 
Matilda, in the presence of this my ermrt ? Shall I crown 
you with our wild-wood coronal, and hail you queen of the 
forest ? Will you be the queen Matilda of your own true 
king Robin ? ” 

Matilda smiled assent. 

*• Not Matilda,” said the friar: “the rules of our holy 
alliance require new birth. AVe have excepted in favour 
of Little John, because he is great John, and his name is a 
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misnomer. I sprinkle, not thy forehead with water, but thy 
lips with wine, and baptize thee Marian.” 

“ Here is a pretty conspiracy," exclaimed the baron. 
“ Why, you villanous friar, think you to nickname and 
marry my daughter before my face with impunity ? ” 

“ Even so, bold baron,” said the friar ; “ we are strongest 
here. Say you, might overcomes right ? I say no. There 
is no right but might; and to say that might overcomes 
right is to say that right- overcomes itself: an absurdity 
most palpable. Your right was the stronger in Arlingford, 
and our.s is the stronger in Slierwood. Your right was 
right as long as you could nwintain it; so is ours. So is 
King Hichard’s, with all deference be it spoken ; and so is 
King Saladin’s; and their two mights are now committed 
in bloody fray, anil that which overcomes will be right, just 
as long as it lasts, and as far as it reaches. And now if 
any of you know any just impediment-” 

“ Fire and fury,” said the baron. 

“ Fire and fury,” said the friar, “ are modes of that 
might which constitutes right, and are just imiiediments to 
any thing against which they call be brought to bear. They 
are our good allies upon occasion, and would declare for us 
now if you should put them to the test.” 

“ Father,” said Maiilda, “ you know the terms of our 
compact: from the moment you restrained ray liberty,' you 
renounced your claim to all but compulsory obedience. 
The friar argues well. llight ends with might. Thick 
walls, dreary galleries, and tapestried chambers, were indif¬ 
ferent to me while 1 could leave them at pleasure, but have 
ever been hateful to me since they held me by force. May 
I never again ha»e roof but the blue sky, nor canopy but 
the green leaves, nor barrier but the forest-bounds; with 
the foresters to my train. Little John to my page, Friar 
Tuck to my ghostly adviser, and Robin Hood to my liege 
lord. I am no longer lady Matilda Fifzwater, of Arlingford 
Castle, but plain Maid Marian, of Sherwood Forest.” 

“ Long live Maid Marian !” re-echoed the foresters. 

“ Oh false girl! ” said the baron, “ do you renounce your 
name and parentage } " 
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“ Not my parentage,” said Marian, “ but my name in¬ 
deed : do not all maids renounce it at the altar ? ’’ 

“ The altar ! ’’ said the baron: grant me patience ! what 
do you mean by the altar ? ” 

“ Pile green turf,” said the friar, “ wreathe it with 
flowers, and crown it with fruit, and we will show the noble 
baron what we mean by the altar.” 

The foresters did .as the friar directed. 

“Now, Little Jolin,” said the friar, “ on with the cloak 
of the abbot of Doubleflask. I a]>point thee my clerk : 
thou art here duly elected in full mote.” 

“ I wish you were all in full moat together,” said the 
baron, “ and smooth wall on both sides.” 

“ Funnest thou ? ” said the friar. “ A heinous .anti- 
christian off'enre. Why anti-christian ? IJecausc anti-ca¬ 
tholic.'' Why anti-catholic ? Because anti-roman. Why 
anti-roman ? Because (larthaginian. Is not pun from 
Punic? punira fidex : the very quint-essential quiddity of 
bad faith : double-visagcd : double-tongued, lie that will 

make a pun will- I say no more. Pie on it. Stand 

forth, clerk. Who is the bride’s father?” 

“ There is no bride’s father,” said the baron. “ I am 
the father of Matilda Fit/wuiier.” 

“ There is none such,” said the friar. “ This is the 
fair'Maiil Marian. Will you make a virtue of necessity, 
or will you give laws to the flowing tide ? Will you give 
her, or shall llobin take her? >Vill you be her true na¬ 
tural father, or shall 1 commute paternity ? St.and forth, 
Scarlet.” 

“ Stand back, sirrah Scarlet,” said the baron. “ My 
daughter shall have no father but me. Needs must when 
the devil drives.’' 

“ No matter who drives,” said the friar, “ so that, like 
a well-disposed subject, you yield cheerful obedience to those 
who can enforce it.” 

“ Mawd, sweet Mawd,” said the baron, “ will you then 
forsake your poor old father in his distress, with his castle 
in ashes, and his enemy in power ? ” 

“ Not so, father,” said Marian ; “ I will always be your 
true daughter: 1 will always love, and serve, and watch, 
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and defend you: but neither ill I forsake my plighted 
love, and my own liege lord, who was your choice before 
he was mine, for you made him my associate in infancy ; 
and tliat he continued to be mine when he ceased to be yours, 
does not in any way show rcmissiiess in my duties or falling’ 
off in my affections. And though I here jdight my troth at 
the altar to Robin, in the presence of this holy priest and 
pious clerk, yet.... h’ather, when Richard returns from 
Palestine, he will restore you to your barony, and perhaps, 
for your sake, your daughter's husband to the earldom of 
Huntingdon : should that never he, should it be the will of 
fate that we must live and die in the greenwood, I will live 
and die Main Marian.*” 

“ A pretty resolution,” said the baron, “ if Robin will 
let you keep it.” 

“ 1 have sworn it,” said Robin. “ Should I expose her 
tenderness to the perils of maternity, when life atid death 
may hang on shifting at a moment’s notice from Sherwood 
to Barnsdale, and from Barnsdale to the sea-shore } And 
why should 1 banquet when my merry men starve.* 
Chastity is our forest law, and even the friar has kept it 
since he has been here.” 

'‘Truly so,” said the Triar; “ for temptation dwells with 
ease and luxury: but the hunter is Hippolytus, and the 
huntress is Dian. And now, dearly beloved——” 

'I’he friar went through the ceremony with great unction, 
and Little John ■was most clerical in the intonation of his 
responses. After which, the friar sang, and Little John 
fiddled, and the foresters danced, Robin with Marian, and 
Scarlet with the baron ; and the venison smoked, and the ale 
frothed, and the wine sparkled, and the sun went down on 
their unwearied festivity: which they wound up with the fol- 
lowiiigsong, thefriar leading and the foresters joining chorus: 

Oh f bold nobin flood is a forentpr good« 

As ever dri'W b(»w in tho merry greenwood : 

At his bugle’s shrill hinging the echoes arc ringing. 

The wild deer are springing tor many a r<)od ; 

Its summons we follow, through biake, over hollow, 

The thricc'blown shrill summons of bold Uohiii Hood. 

• And therefore is she called Maid Maiian, 

Because she leads a spotless maiden life, 

And shall till Kobin’s outlaw life have end.—O ld Play. 
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And what eye hath e*er 8cen sucli a sweet Maiden Queen, 
As Marian, the pride of the forester’s green ? 

A swi^et garden-flower, she (ilooms in the bower, 

Where alone to this hour the Wild rose has been: 

We hail her in duty the queen of all beauty : 

We will live, we will die, by our sweet Maiden queen. 

And here's a grey friar, good as heart can desire. 

To aliNolve all our sins as the case may require : 

Who with courage so stout, lays his oak-plant about, 

And puts to the rout all the foes of his choir : 

For we .’ire his choristers, we merry foresters, 

Chorussing tbus with our militant friar. 

And Scarlet doth bring his good yew-bough tutd string. 
Prime niinister is he of llolini our king : 

No mark is too narrow for little John's arrow, 

'i'hat bits a cock spanow a mile on the wing ; 

Robin and Maribn, Scarlet, and Little John, 

Long with their glory old SherwoMl shall ring. 

Each a good liver, for well.feathcrt'd quiver 
Doth furnish brawn, veni^on, and fowl of the river: 

But the liest ganie we dish up, it is n fat biNhup: 

When his angels we fl>h tip, he proves a tree giver : 

For a prelate so lowlv has angels more holy. 

And should this world's false angels to sinners deliver. 

Uoliin and Maribn, Scarlet and JJttle John, 

J>rink to them fine by one, drink as ye sing : 

Uoliin and Manbn, Scarlet and I.ittle John, 

ICeho to echo through Sherwood shall fling: 

Kolnn and* Mariliii, Si'urli-t and Little John, 

Ijoiig with their glory old Sherwood shall ring. 


CHAPTER XII. 

A single volume paramount: a rode : 

A master spirit: a determined road. — WoftDawosTH. 

The next morning Robin Hood convened his foresters, and 
desired Little John, for the baron’s edification, to read over 
the laws of their forest society. Little John read aloud with 
a stentorophonic voice. 

“ At a high court of foresters, held under the greenwood 
tree, an hour after Sun-rise, Robin Hood President, William 
Scarlet Vice-President, Little John Secretary; the following 
articles, moved by Friar Tuck in his capacity of Peer Spi¬ 
ritual, and seconded by Much the Miller, were unanimoasly 
agreed to. 
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“ The principles of our society are six: Legitimacy, 
Equity, Hospitality, Chivalry, Chastity, and Courtesy. 

“ The articles of Legitimacy are four: 

“ I. Our government is legitimate, and our society is 
founded on the one golden rule of right, consecrated by the 
universal consent of mankind, and by the practice of all 
ages, individuals, and nations: namely. To keep what we 
have, and to catch what we can. 

“ II. Our government being legitimate, all our pro¬ 
ceedings shall be legitimate: wherefore we declare war 
against the whole world, and every forester is by this legi¬ 
timate declaration legitimately invested with a roving com¬ 
mission, to make lawful prize of every thing that comes in 
his way. 

“III. All forest laws but our own we declare to be null 
and void. 

“ IV'. All such of the old laws of England as do not in 
any way interfere with, or militate against, the views of 
this honourable assembly, we will loyally adhere to and 
maintain. The rest we declare null ami void as far as re¬ 
lates to ourselves, in all cases wherein a vigour beyond 
the law may be conducive to our own interest and preserv¬ 
ation. 

“ The articles of Equity are three: 

“ I. 'I'he balance of power among the people being very 
much deranged, by one having too much and another no¬ 
thing, we hereby resolve ourselves into a congress or court 
of equity, to restore as far as in us lies the said natural ba¬ 
lance of ])ower, by taking from all who have too much as 
much of the said too much as we can lay our hands on ; 
and giving to those who have nothing such a portion 
thereof as it may seem to us e.vpcdient to part with. 

“II. In all cases a quorum of foresters shall constitute 
a court of equity, and as many as may be strong enough 
to manage the matter in hand shall constitute a quorum. 

“Ill. All usurers, monks, courtiers, and other drones 
of the great hive of society, who shall be found laden with 
any portion of the honey whereof they have wrongfully 
dt spoiled the industrious bee, shall be rightfully despoiled 
thereof in turn; and all bishops and abbots shall be bound 
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and beaten •, especially the abbot of Doncaster; as shall 
also all sheriffs, especially the sheriff of Nottingham. 

" The articles of Hospitality ate two: 

“ 1. Postmen, carriers and market-folk, peasants and 
mechanics, farmers and millers, shall pass through our fo¬ 
rest dominions without let or molestation. 

“ II. All other travellers through the forest shall be 
graciously invited to partake of Robin’s hospitality ; and if 
they come not willingly they shall be compelled; and the 
rich man shall pay well for his fare ; and the poor man shall 
feast scot free, and peradventure receive bounty in pro¬ 
portion to his desert and necessity. 

“ The article of Chivalry is one: 

“ I. Kvcry forester shall, to the extent of his power, aid 
and protect maids, widows, and orphans, and all weak and 
distressed persons whomsoever: and no woman shall he im¬ 
peded or molested in any way ; nor shall any company re¬ 
ceive harm which any woman is in. 

“ The article of Chastity is one: 

“ I. Eveiy forester, being Diana’s forester and minion 
of the moon, shall commend himself to the grace of the 
Virgin, and shall have the gift of continency on pain of 
expulsion: that the article of chivalry may be secure from 
infringement, and maids, wives, and widows pass without 
fear through the forest. 

The article of Courtesy is one : 

“ 1. No one shall miscall a forester. He who calls 
Robin Robert of Huntingdon, or salutes him by any other 
title or designation whatsoever except ]>lain Robin Hood; 
or who calls Marian Matilda Fitzwater, or salutes her by 
any other title or derignation whatsoever except plain Maid 
Marian ; and so of all others ; shall for every such offence 
forfeit a mark, to be paid to the friar. 

' “ Tlicse bysliop|ic8 ati'l these nrchbyshoppcB 
Ye bhall them bctc uiid bytide,” 

8Ryb U«ibin Hootl, i' VitI aps, luiwovcr, this is to be taken not 

in a liitT.-il, but m i liie liliidtiif'ai ! beaiinjf ol wheat: 

for all rifh inoi , the bixhojw* ai id archbishops must 

have iK'on the fine: mplheni, Irom which Robin merely 

propOM’S t<»llircsh ho grain vv he ri cfs. them to be bound anti beaten : 

as rhar;u»h*8 f. Kino were ^ _ cal of lat cars ol wheat, so may fat ears of 
wheat, fuuUitis tiivtandiSt be llyp ical of fat kine. 
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“ And these articles we swear to keep as we arc good 
men an<l true. Carried by acclamation. God save King 
Richard. 

“ Little John, Secretary.” 

“Excellent laws,” said the baron: “excellent, by the 
holy rooil. AVilliain of Normandy, with iny great great 
gia.Klfather Fierabras at his elbow, could not have made 
belter. And now, .sweet Mawd-” 

‘•'A fine, a fine,” cried the friar, “it, fine, by the article 
•of courtesy.” 

“ (Id’s life,” said the baron, “ shall I not call my own 
daughter Mawd.^ Methinks there should be a special ex¬ 
ception in my favour.” 

“ It must not be,” said Robin Hood: “our constitutioif 
admits no privilege.” 

“ Hut I will commute,” said the friar; for twenty marks 
a year d'dy paid into my ghostly pocket you shall call your 
daughter Mawd two liumired times a day.” 

“ tiramercy,” said tlie baron, “ and I agree, honest friar, 
when J can get twenty ni.arkfl to jiay : for till I’rince .John 
be beaten from Nottingham, my rents are like to jirove but 
scanty.” 

“ I will trust,” said the friar, “ and thus let us ratify the 
stipulation ; so shall our laws and your infringement run to¬ 
gether in an amicable parallel.” 

“ But,” said Little .lolin, “ this is a bad precedent, master 
friar. It is turning diripline into profit, penalty into per¬ 
quisite, public justice into private revenue. It is rank cor¬ 
ruption, master friar.” 

“ Why are laws made?” said the friar. “ For the profit 
of somebody. Of whom ? Of him who makes them first, 
and of others as it may happen. AVas not 1 legislator in 
the last article, and shall I not thrive by my own law ? ” 

“ M'^ell then, sweet Mawd,” said the baron, “ I must 
leave you, Mawd: your life is very well for tlie young and the 
hearty, but it squares not with my age or my humour. I 
must house, Mawd. 1 must find refuge: but where ? .That 
is the question.” 

“ W'hure Sir Guy of Gamwell has found it,” said Robin 
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Hood, “ near the borders of Barnsdale. .- Tiiere you may 
dwell in safety with him and fair Alice, till King Richard 
return, and Little John shall give you safe conduct. You 
will have need to travel with caution, in disguise and without 
attendants, for Prince John commands all this vicinity, and 
will doubtless lay the country for you and Marian. Now 
it is first expedient to dismi.ss your retainers. If there be 
any among them who like our life, they may stay with us 
in the greenwood ; the rest may return to their homes.” 

Some of the baron’s men resolved to remain with Robin 
and Marian, and were furnished accordingly with suits of 
green, of which Robin always kept good store. 

Marian now declared that as there was danger in the 
way to Rarnsdale, she would accompany Little John and 
tfte baron, as site should not be happy unless she herself 
saw her father placed in security. Robin was very un. 
willing to consent to this, and assured her that there was 
more danger for her than the baron: but Marian was ab¬ 
solute. 

“ If so, then,” said Robin, “ I shall he your guide in¬ 
stead of Little John, and 1 shall leave him and Scarlet 
joint-regents of Sherwood during my absence, and the 
voice of Friar 'Puck shall be decisive between them if they 
differ in nice questions of state policy.” Marian objected 
to tliis, that there was more danger for Robin than either 
herself or the baron : but Robin was absolute in his turn. 

“ Talk not of my voice,” said the friar ; “ for if Ma¬ 
rian be a damsel errant, I will be her ghostly esquire.” 

Robin insisted that this should not be, for number 
would only expose them to greater risk of detection. The 
friar, after some debate, reluctantly acquiesced. 

AVhile they were discussing these matters, they heard 
the distant sound of horses’ feet. 

“ Cio,” said Robin to Little John, “ and invite yonder 
horseman to dinner.” 

Little John bounded away, and soon came before a 
young man, who was riding in a melancholy manner, witli 
die bridle hanging loose on the horse's neck, and his eyes 
drooping towards the ground. 

Whither go you ? ” said Little John. 
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“ WhithersoCTer my horse pleases,” said the young 
man. 

“And that shall be,”* said Little John, “whither I 
please to lead him. I am commissioned to invite you 
to dine with my master.” 

“ Who is your master ?” said the young man. 

“ ttobin Hood,” said Little John. 

“ The bold outlaw ? ” said the stranger. ■ “ Neither he 
nor you should have made me turn an inch aside yesterday; 
but to-day I care not.” 

“ Then it is better for you,” said Little John, “ that 
you came to-day than yesterday, if you love dining in a 
whole .skin : for my master is the pink of courtesy : but if 
his guests prove stubborn, he bastes them and his venison 
together, while the friar says mass before meat.” 

'I'he young man made no answer, and scarcely seemed 
to hear what Little John was saying, who therefore took 
the horsie’s bridle and led him to where llobin and his 
foresters were setting forth their dinner, llobin seated 
the young man next to Marian. Recovering a little from 
his stupor, he looked with much amazement at her, and 
the baron, and llobin, and the friar ; listened to their con¬ 
versation, and seemed much astonished to find himself in 
such holy and courtly com])any. Robin helped him largely 
to numbie-pie and cygnet and pheasant, and the other 
dainties of his table ; and the friar pledged him in ale and 
wine, and cjxhorfcd him to make good cheer. But the 
young man drank little, ate less, spake nothing, and every 
now and then sighed heavily. 

When the repast was ended, “ Now,” said Robin, 
“ you are at liberty to pursue your journey ; but first be 
pleased to pay for your dinner.” 

“ That would I gladly do, Robin,” said the young 
man; “ but all I have about me are five shillings and a 
ring. To the five shillings you shall be welcome, but for 
the ring I will fight while there is a drop of blood in my 
veins.” 

“ Gallantly spoken,” said Robin Hood. “ A love- 
token, without doubt: but you must submit to our forest 
laws. Little John must search ; and if he find no more 

R 
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than you say, not a penny will 1 touch ; but if you have 
spohen false, the whole is forfeit to our fraternity.” 

“ And with reason,” said the-friar; “for thereby is the 
truth maintained. The abbot of DonbleBask swore there 
was no money in liis valise, and Little Jolin forthwith 
emptied it of four hundred pounds. Thus was the ab¬ 
bot’s perjury but of one minute’s duration ; for though 
his speech was false in the utterance, yet was it no sooner 
uttered than it became true, and we should have lieen par- 
ticipex mviinix to have suffered the holy abbot to depart 
in falsehood: whereas he came to us a false priest, and we 
•sent him away a true man. Marry, we turned Ins cloak 
to further account, and thereby hangs a tale tliat may be 
either said or sung; for in truth 1 am minstrel here as 
well as chaplain ; I pray for good success to our just and. 
necessary warfare, and sing thanksgiving odes when our 
foresters bring in booty : 

Koill Itohin has robed him in ghostly attire, 1 
And lorth he is gone like n holy Triur, 

Singmg, hry down, ho down, down, derry down: 

And of two grey friarR he t<oon was aware, 

UegaVutg themselves with dainty tare, 

All on the fallen leave» so brown. 

Good int)rrow, good brothers,” said Ixtld Robin Hood, 

♦* Ami what make you in the good greenwood, 

Singing hey <(own, ho down, down, derry down I 
Now give me, I pray you, wine and food ; 
l''or none eaii T find in the giMid greeuwot^. 

All on tlie fallen leuve.s t>o brown.” 

“ tiood brother,” they Said, ** wo would give you full fain^ 
lint we have no more than onougii for twain, 

Singing, hey down, ho down, down, derry down.” 

” 'riicti give ine some money,” said bolt! Rohm Hood, 

” Tor none can I tiiul in the good greenwood. 

All on tile fallen leaves so brown.” 

** No money have we, goofl brother,” said they: 

Then,” »»aid he, ” we three for money will pray; 

Singing, hey down, ho down, tiown. tlerry down : 

And whatever shall come at the end of our prayer, 

We three holy friars will piously share, 

Alt on the fallen leaves so brovm.” 

** We will not pwy with thoc, good brother. CckI wot: 

For truly, good brother, thou pleasett us not. 

Singing hey down, ho down, down, derry down 
Then up they both started from Robin to run. 

IWit down on their knees Robin pulled them each one, 

All on the fallen Icavca- so brown. 
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The grey friars prnyetl with a doleful fare, 

But bold Uobin prayed with a right merry grace, 

Singing, hoy down, ho down, down, dorry down : 

And when they had praye<i, their portmanteau he took, 

And from it a liundrc'd g<HHl angels he shook. 

All on the fallen leaVes »o brown. 

The saints,” said bold Robin, “ have hearkened our prayer. 
And here’s u good angel apiece for your share : 

If more you would have, you must win ere you wear: 

Singing hey <lown, ho down, down, derry down 
Then he blew his good horn with u musical cheer. 

And fifty green bowmen came trooping full near. 

And away the grey friars tJiey bounded like deer, 

All on the lullcn leaves so brown. 


CHAPTER XIII. 


What can a young lassie, what shall a young lassie. 
What can a young lassie do wi’ an awld inunP-^IloKNH. 


“ Herr is but five shillings and a ring,” said Little John, 
“ and tile young man has spoken true.” 

“ Then, ’ said Robin to the stranger, “ if want of 
money he tlie cause of your melancholy, speak. Little 
John is my treasurer, and lie shall disburse to you.” 

“ It is, and it is not,” said the stranger ; “ it is, be¬ 
cause, had I not wranted money I had never lost my Jove ; 
it is not, because, nowr that I have lost her, money would 
come too late to regain her.” 

“ In what way have you lost her?” said Robin; “let 
us clearly know that she is past regaining, before wc give 
up our wishes to restore her to you.” 

“ She is to be married this day," said the stranger, 
“ and perhaps is married by this, to a rich old kniglit; 
and yesterday 1 knew it not.” 

“ What is your name ? ” said Robin. 

Allen,” said the stranger. 

“ And where is the marriage to take place, Allen ? ” 
said Robin. 

At Edwinstow church,” said Allen, “ by the bishop 
of Nottingham.” 

B 2 
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“ I know that bishop,” said Robin ; “ he dined with me 
a month since, and paid three hundred pounds for his 
dinner. He has a good ear and loves music. The friar 
sang to him to some tune. Give me my harper's cloak, 
and I will play a part at this wedding.” 

“ These are dangerous time.s, Robin,” said Marian, “for 
playing pranks out of the forest.” 

“ Fear not,” said Robin ; “ Edwinstow lies not Not- 
tinghain-ward, and I will take my precautions.” 

Robin put on his harper's cloak, while Little John 
painted his eyebrows and cheeks, tipped his nose with red, 
and tied him on a comely beard. Marian confessed, that 
had she not been present at the metamorphosis, she should 
not have known her own true Rubin. Robin took his harp 
and went to the wedding. 

Robin found the bishop and his train in the church 
porch, impatiently expecting the arrival of the bride and 
bridegroom. The clerk was observing to the bishop that 
the knight was somewhat gouty, and that the necessity of 
walking the last <|uartcr of a mile from the road to the 
churchyard ])robably detained the lively bridegroom rather 
longer than liad been calculated upon. 

“ Oil! by my fay,” said the music-loving bishop, 
“ here comes a harper in the nick of time, and now I care 
not'bow long they tarry. Ho! honest friend, are you 
come to play at the wedding ? ” 

“ I am come to play anywhere,” answered Robin, 
“ where I can get a cup of sack ; for which I will sing 
the praise of the donor in lofty verse, and emblazon him 
with any virtue which he may wish to have the credit of 
potsessing, without the trouble of practising.” 

“ A most courtly harper,” said the bishop; “ 1 will fill 
thee with sack; I will make thee a walking butt of sack, if 
thou wilt delight my ears with thy melodies.” 

“ Tliat will I,” said Robin ; “ in what branch of my 
art shall I exert my faculty .> I am passing well in all, 
from the anthem to the glee, and from the dirge to the 
coranto.” 

“ It would be idle,” said the bishop, “ to give thee sack 
for playing me anthems, seeing that I myself do receive 
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sack for hearing them sung. Therefore, as the occasion is 
festive, thou shalt play me a coranto.” 

Robin struck up and played away merrily, the bishop 
all the while in great delight, noddling his head, and 
beating time with his foot, till the bride and bri<legroom 
appeared. The bridegroom was richly apparelled, and 
came slowly and painfully .forward, hobbling and leering, 
and pursing up his mouth into a smile of resolute defiance 
to the gout, and of tender complacency towards his lady 
love, who, shining like gold at the old knight’s exjrense, 
followed slowly between her father and mother, her cheeks 
pale, her head drooping, her steps faltering, and her eyes 
reddened with tears. 

Rohin stopped his minstrelsy, and said to the bishop, 
“ This seems to me an unfit match.” 

“What do you say, rascal.?” said the old knight, hob. 
bling up to him. 

1 say,” said Robin, “ this seems to me an unfit 
match. W’hat, in the devil’s name, can you want with a 
young wife, who have one foot in flannels and the other in 
the grave ? ” 

“ What is that to thee, sirrah varlet.? ” said the old 
knight ; “ stand away from the porch, or 1 will fracture 
thy sconce with my cane.” 

“ I will not stand away from the porch,” said Robin, 
“ unless the bride bid me, and tell me that you are her 
own true love.” 

“ Speak,” said the bride’s father, in a severe tone, and 
with a look of significant menace. The girl looked alter¬ 
nately at her father and Robin. She attempted to speak, 
but her voice failed in the efi’ort, aifd she burst into 
tears. 

“ Here is lawful cause and just impediment,” said 
Robin, and I forbid the banns.’' 

“ Who arc you, villain ?” said the old knight, stamping 
his sound foot with rage. 

“ 1 am the Roman law,” said Robin, “ which says that 
there shall not be more than ten years between a man and 
his wife; and here are five times ten: and so says the 
law of nature.” 

» 3 



“ Honest harper,” said the bishop, “ you are somewhat 
over-officious here, and less courtly than I deemed you. 
If you love sack’, forbear ; for this course will never bring 
you a droj). As to your Roman law, and your law of na¬ 
ture, what right have they to say any thing which the law 
of Holy Writ says not ? ” 

“ 'J'lie law of Holy Writ does say it," said Robin ; “ I 
expound it so to say ; and 1 will produce sixty commen¬ 
tators to establish my exposition.” 

And so saying, he produced a horn from beneath his 
cloak, and blew three blasts, and threescore bowmen in 
green came leaping from the bushes and trees ; and young 
Allen was the first among them to give Robin his sword, 
•while Friar Tuck and Little John marched u]> to the 
altar. Robin stripped lhcbi.shop and clerk of their robii . 
and put them on the friar and Little John ; and Allen 
advanced to take the hand of the bride. Her cheeks 
grew red and her eyes grew bright, as she locked her hand 
in her lover’s, and trij)ped lightly with him into the 
church. 

“ This marriage will not stand,” said the bishop, “ for 
tliey have not been thrice asked in church.” 

“ AFe will ask them seven times,” said Little John, 
“ lest three sliould not suffice.” 

“ And in the meantime,” said Robin, “ the knight and 
the bishop shall dance to my harping.” 

So Robin sat in the church porch and played away mer¬ 
rily, while his foresters formed a ring, in the centre of 
which the knight and bishop danced with exemplary 
alacrity ; and if tlify relaxed their exertions. Scarlet gently 
touched them up with the point of an arrow. 

The knight grimaced ruefully, and begged Robin to 
think of his gout. 

“ So 1 do,” said Robin ; “ this is the true antipodagron : 
you shall dance the gout away, and be thankful to me 
■while you live. 1 told you,” he added to the bishop, “ I 
woultl play at this wedding; but you did not tell me that 
you woulti dance at it. The next couple you marry, think 
of the Roman law." 

'File bishop was too much out of breath to reply ; and 
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now the young couple issued from church, and the bride 
having made a farewell obeisance to her parents, they de- 
parteil together with the foresters, the parents storming, 
the attendants laughing, the bishop puffing and blowing, 
and the ktiight rubbing his gouty foot, and uttering doleful 
lamentations for tlie gold tind jewels with which he had so 
unwittingly adorned and dowered the bride. 


CIIAPTKll XIV. 


ye came fruTn th(* 1' 3 / lind ‘ 

()/ bivs'vil Wulhinghu 
Oh met yv not with my true lovf, 

As by the wjiy ye caine y— Oia> lUi.i.AD. 


In pursuance of the arrangement recorded in the tv/clfth 
chapter, the baron, Ilobin, and Marian disguised tliein. 
selves as pilgrims retnrneil from Palestine, and travelling 
from the sea-coast of Hampshire to their home in North¬ 
umberland. By dint of staff and cockle-shell, sand.al and 
scrip, they proceeded in safety the greater [lart of th(^ vray 
(for Bobin had many sly inns and resting-places between 
Barnsdale and Sherwood), and were already on the borders 
of Yorksliire, when, one evening, they passed within view 
of a castle, where they saw a lady standing on a turret, and 
surveying the whole extent of the valley through which 
they were passing. A servant came running from the 
castle, and delivered to them a message from his lady, who 
was sick with expectation of news from her lord in the 
Holy Land, and entreated them to come to her, that she 
might question them concerning him. This was an awk¬ 
ward occurrence: but tliere was no pretence for refusal, 
and they followed the servant into the castle. The baron, 
who had been in Palestine in his youth, undertook to be 
spokesman on the occasion, and to relate his own adven¬ 
tures to the lady as having happened to the lord in ques¬ 
tion. This preparation enabled him to be so minute and 
K 4 
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circumstantial in his detail, and so coherent in his replies 
to her questions, that the lady fell implicitly into the de¬ 
lusion, and was delighted to find that her lord was alive 
and in health, and in high favour with the king, and per¬ 
forming prodigies of valour in the name of his lady, whose 
miniature he always wore in his hosom. 'I’he baron 
guessed at this circumstance from the customs of that age, 
and happened to he in the right. 

“ This miniature,” added the baron, “ 1 have had the 
felicity to see, and should have known you by it among a 
million.” The baron was a little embarrassed by some 
questions of tlie lady concerning her lord’s pc'rsonal ap¬ 
pearance ; but Uobiu came to his aid, oh.serving a picture 
susiiended opposite to him on the wall, which he made a hold 
conjecture to be that of the lot d in question; and making 
a calculation of the influences of time and war, which he 
weighed with a comjiarison of the lady’s age, he gave a 
description of her lord sufficiently like the picture in its 
groundwork to be a true resemblance, and sufficiently dif¬ 
fering fi-otn it ill circumstances to be more an original than 
a copy. Tlie lady W'as comiiletely deceived, and entreated 
them to partake her ho.spitality for the night; but this they 
rieemed it prudent to decline, and with many humble 
thanks for her kindness, and representations of the neces¬ 
sity of not delaying their homeward course, they proceeded 
on their way. 

As they passed over the drawbridge, they met Sir Ralph 
Montfaucon and his squire, who were wandering in quest 
of Marian, and were entering to claim that hospitality 
which the pilgrims had declined. Their countenances 
struck Sir Ralph with a kind of imperfect recognition, 
which H'ouhl never have been matured, but that tlie eyes 
of Marian, as she passed him, encountered his, and the 
images of those stars of beauty continued involuntarily 
twinkling in his sensorium to the exclusion of all other 
ideas, till memory, love, and hope concurred with imagin¬ 
ation to furnish a probable reason for their haunting him 
so pertinaciously. 'J’ltose eyes, he thought, were certainly 
the eyes of Matilda Fitzwater ; and if the eyes were hers, 
jt was extremely probable, if not logically consecutive, 
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that the rest of the body they belonged to was hers also. 
Now, if it were really Matilda Filzwater, who were her 
two companions ? 'I'lie Jiaron ? Aye, and the elder pil¬ 
grim was something like him. And the carl of Hunting¬ 
don ? Very probably. The earl and the baron might be 
good friends again, now that they were both in disgrace 
together. AVhile he was revolving these cogitations, he 
was introduced to the lady, and after claiming and re¬ 
ceiving the promise of hos])itality, he inquired wliat she 
knew of the pilgrims who had just departed ? The lady 
told him they were newly returned from I’alestine, having 
been long in the Holy Land. 'I'lie knight expressed some 
scepticism on this point. 'The lady replied, that they had 
given her so minute a detail of her lord’s proceedings, 
and so acciyate a description of his person, that she could 
not be deceived in them. 'I'his staggered the knight’s 
confidence in his own penetration ; and if it had not been 
a heresy in knighthood to suppose for a moment that there 
could be in rerinn rialurd such another pair of eyes as 
those of his mistress, he would have acquiesced imjilicitly 
in the lady’s judgment. But while the lady and the knight 
were conversing, the warder blew his bugle-horn, and 
presently entered a confidential messenger from Palestine, 
who gave her to understand that her lord was well; but 
entered into a detail of his adventures most comjiletely at 
variance with the baron's narrative, to which not the cor¬ 
respondence of a single incident gave the remotest colour¬ 
ing of similarity. It now became manifest that the pil¬ 
grims were not true men; and Sir Ralph Montfaucon sate 
down to supper with his head full of cogitations, which we 
shall leave him to chew and digest with his pheasant and 
canary. 

Meanwhile our three pilgrims proceeded on their way. 
The evening set in black and lowering, when Robin turned 
aside from the main track, to seek an asylum for the 
night, along a narrow way that led between rocky and 
woody hills. A peasant observed the pilgrims as they 
entered that narrow pass, and called after them ; ‘'Whither 
go you, my masters .!* there are rogues in that direction." 

“ Can you show us a direction," said Robin, “ in which 
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there are none ? If so, we will take it in preference.” The 
peasant grinned, and walked away whistling. 

The pass widened as they a(ivanced, and the woods grew 
thicker and darker around them. Their path wound along 
the slope of a woody declivity, which rose high above them 
in a thick rampart of foliage, and descended almost pre. 
cipitously to the bed of a small river, which they heard 
dashing in its rocky channel, and saw its white foam 
gleaming at intervals in the last faint glimmerings of 
twilight. In a short time all was dark, and the rising 
voice of the wind foretold a coming storm. They turned 
a point of the valley, and saw a light below them in the 
depth of the hollow, shining through a cottage-casement 
and dancing in its reflection on the restless stream. Robin 
blew his horn, ’'hich was answered from below. 'The 
cottage door Oji_.ied: a boy came forth with a torch, 
ascended the steep, showed tokens of great delight at 
meeting with Robin, and lighted them down a flight of 
steps rudely cut in the rock, and over a series of rugged 
stepping-stones, that crossed the channel of the river. 
They entered the cottage, which exhibited neatness, comfort, 
and plenty, being amply enriched with pots, pans, and 
pipkins, and adorned with flitches of bacon and sundry 
similar ornaments, that gave goodly promise in the fire¬ 
light that gleamed upon the rafters. A woman, who seemed 
just old enough to be the boy’s mother, bad thrown down 
her spinning-wheel in her joy at the sound of Robin’s 
horn, and was bustling with singular alacrity to set forth 
her festal ware and prepare an abundant supper. Her 
features, though not beautiful, were agreeable and ex¬ 
pressive, and were now lighted up with such manifest joy 
at the sight of Robin, that Marian could not help feeling a 
momentary touch of jealousy, and a half-formed suspicion 
that Robin had broken his forest law, and had occasionally 
gone out of bounds, as other great men have done upon 
occasion, in order to reconcile the breach of the spirit, with 
the preservation of the letter, of their own legislation. 
However, this suspicion, if it could be said to exist in a 
mind so generous as Marian’s, was very soon dissipated by 
the entrance of the woman’s husband, who testified as 
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much joy as his wife had done at the sight of Robin ; and 
in a short time the whol? of the party were amicably seated 
round a smoking supper of river-fish and wild wood fowl, 
on which the baron fell with as much alacrity as if he had 
been a true pilgrim from Palestine. 

The husband produced some recondite flasks of wine, 
which were laid by in a binn consecrated to Robin, whose 
occasional visits to them in his wanderings were the festal 
days of these warm-hearted cottagers, whose manners showed 
that they had not been born to this low estate. Their story 
had no mystery, and Marian easily collected it from the 
tenour of their conversation. The young man had been, 
like Robin, the victim of an usurious abbot, and had been 
outlawed for debt, and his nut-brown maid had accomjianied 
3 i:i! to the depths of Sherwood, where they lived an unholy 
and illegitimate life, killing the king’s deer, and never 
hearing mass. In this state, Robin, then earl of Ilun. 
tingdon, discovered them in oiu; of his huntings, and gave 
them aid and jtrotection. Wien Robin himself became an 
outlaw, the necessary qualification or gift of continency 
was too hard a law for our lovers to subscribe to; and as 
they were thus disqualified for foresters, Robin had found 
them a retreat in this romantic and secluded spot. lie had 
done similar service to other lovers similarly circumstanced, 
and had dis])Osed them in various wild scenes wdiicli he 
and his men had discovered in their flittings from place to 
place, supplying them with all necessaries and comforts 
from the reluctant disgorgings of fat abbots and usurers. 
The benefit was in some measure mutual; for these cot¬ 
tages served him as resting-places in his removals, and 
enabled him to travel untraced and unmolested; and in 
the delight with which he was always received he found 
himself even more welcome than he would have been at an 
inn; and this is saying very much for gratitude and af¬ 
fection together. The smiles which surrounded him were, 
of his own creation, and he participated in the happiness 
he ha<l bestowed. 

The casements began to rattle in the wind, and the rain 
to heat upon the windows. The wii d swelled to a hurri¬ 
cane, and the rain dashed like, a flood against the glass. 
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The hoy retired to his little bed, the wife trimmed the 
lamp, the husband heaped logs upon the lire: Robin 
broached another flask; and Mariah filled the baron’s cup, 
and sweetened Robin's by touching its edge with her lips. 

“ Well,” said the baron, ‘'give me a roof over my head, 
be it never so humble. Your greenwood canoj'y is pretty 
and pleasant in sunshine ; but if 1 were doomed to live 
under it, 1 should with it were water-tight.” 

“ Rut,” said Robin, “ we have tents and caves for foul 
weather, good store of wine and venison, and fuel in 
abundance.” 

“ Ay , but,” said the baron, “ I like to pull off my boots 
of a niglit, which you foresters seldom do, and to ensconce 
myself tliereafter in a comfortable bed. Your beech-root 
is over.hard for a couch, and your mossy stump is some¬ 
what rough for a bolster.” 

“ Had you not dry leaves,” said Robin, “ with a bishop’s 
surplice over them ? What would you have softer ? And 
had you not an abbot’s travelling cloak for a coverlet? 
What would you have warmer ? ” 

“ Very true,” said the baron, “but that was an indul¬ 
gence to a guest, and I dreamed all night of the sheriff of 
Nottingham. 1 like to feel myself safe,” he added, 
stretching out his legs to the fire, and throwing himself 
back in his chair with the air of a man determined to be 
comfortable. “ I like to feel myself safe,” said the baron. 

At that moment the woman caught her husband’s arm, 
and all the party following the direction of her eye.s, looked 
simultaneously to the window, where they had just time to 
catch a glimpse of an apparition of an armed head, with 
its plumage tossing in the storm, on which the light shone 
from within, and which disappeared immediately. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

O knight, thou lack*st a cup of canary. When did I see thoe so put down ? 

Twblftw Nioiit. 


Seveiiai. knocks, as from the knuckles of an iron glove, 
were given to the door of the cottage, and a voice was 
heard entreating shelter from the storm for a traveller 
who had lost his way. Robin arose and went to the 
door. 

“ VV'^hat are you ? ” said Robin. 

“A soldier," replied the voice: “an unfortunate ad¬ 
herent of Longchamp, dying the vengeance of Prince 
John." 

“Are you alone ?" said Robin. 

“ Yes," said the voice: “it is a dreadful night. Hos¬ 
pitable cottagers, pray give me admittance. I would not 
have asked it but for the storm. I would have kept my 
watch in the woods." 

“That I believe," said Robin. “ You did not reckon 
on the storm when you turned into this pa.ss. Do you 
know there are rogues this way ” 

“ I do,” said the voice. 

“ So do I,” said Robin. 

A pause ensued, during which Robin listening attentively 
caught a faint sound of whispering. 

“You are not alone,” said Robin. “Who are your 
companions ? ” 

“ None but the wind and the water,” said the voice, 
“and I would I had them not.” 

“ The wind and the water have many voices," said 
Robin, but I never before heard them say, What shall 
we do ? ” 

Another pause ensued : after which, 

“ Look ye, master cottager," said the voice, in an altered 
tone, “ if you do not let us in willingly, we will break 
down the door." 
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“■ Ho ! ho!” roared the baron, “ you are become plural 
are you, rascals.'* How many are there of you, thieves.? 
What, I warrant, you tbouglit tq rob and murder a poor 
harmless cottager and his wife, and did not dream of a 
garrison? You looked for no weapon of opposition but 
spit, poker, and basting ladle, wielded by unskilful hands : 
but, rascals, here is .short sword and long cudgel in hands 
well tried in war, wherewith you shall be drilled into cul¬ 
lenders and beaten into inuramy.” 

No reply was made, but furious strokes from without 
resounded upon the door. llobin, Marian, and the baron 
threw by their pilgrim’s attire, and stood in arms on the 
defensive. They were provided with swords, and the cot¬ 
tager gave them bucklers and helmets, for all Ilobin’s 
haunts were furnished with secret armouries. But they 
kept their swords sheathed, and the baron wielded a pon¬ 
derous spear, which he pointed towards the door ready to 
run through the first that should enter, and Robin and 
Marian each held a bow with the arrow drawn to its head 
and pointed in the same direction. The cottager flourished 
a strong cudgel (a weapon in the use of which he prided 
himself on being particularly expert), and the wife seized 
the s|)it from the fire-place, and held it as she saw the baron 
hold his spear. The storm of wind and rain continued to 
beat on the roof and the casement, and the storm of blows 
to resound upon the door, which at length gave way with 
a violent crash, and a cluster of armed men appeared with¬ 
out, seemingly not less than twelve. Behind them rolled 
the stream now changed from a gentle and shallow river to 
a mighty and impetuous torrent, roaring in waves of yellow 
foam, partially reddened by the light that streamed through 
the open door, and turning up its convulsed surface in 
flashes of shifting radiance from restless masses of half- 
visible shadow. The stepping-stones, by which the in¬ 
truders must have crossed, were buried under the waters. 
On the opposite bank the light fell on the stems and boughs 
of the rock-rooted oak and ash tossing and svraying in the 
blast, and sweeping the flashing spray with their leaves. 

Tile instant the door broke, Robin and Marian loosed 
their arrows. Rubin’s arrow struck one of the assailants 



MAID MARIAN. 


255 


in the juncture of the shoulder, and disabled his right arm : 
Marian’s struck a second in the juncture of the knee, and 
rendered him unservicesflble for the night. The baron’s 
long spear struck on the mailed breastplate of a third, and 
being stretched to its full extent by the long-armed hero, 
drove him to the edge of the torrent, and plunged him into 
its eddies, along which he was wliirled down the darkness 
of the descending stream, calling vainly on his comrades 
for aid, till his voice was lost in the mingled roar of the 
waters and the wind. A fourth sjiringing through the 
door was laid prostrate by the cottager’s cudgel: but the 
wife being less dexterous than her company, thougli an 
Amazon in strength, missed her pass at a fifth, and drove 
the point of the spit several inches into the right hand door¬ 
post as she stood close to the left, and thus made a new 
barrier which the invaders could not pass without dipping 
under it and submitting their necks to the sword: but one 
of the assailants seizing it with gigantic rage, shook it at 
once from the grasp of its holder atid from its lodgment 
in the post, and at the same time made good the irruption 
of the rest of his party into the cottage. 

Now raged an unequal combat, for the assailants fell two 
to one on Robin, Marian, the baron, and the cottager; 
while the wife, being deprived of her spit, converted every 
thing that was at hand to a missile, and rained pots, pans, 
and pi|)kins on the armed heads of the enemy. The baron 
raged like a tiger, and the cottager laid about him like a 
thresher. One of the soldiers struck Robin’s sword from 
his hand and brought him on his knee, when the boy, who 
had been roused by the tumult and had been peeping 
through the inner door, leaped forward in his shirt, picked 
up the sword and rejilaced it in Robin's band, who instantly 
springing up, disarmed and wounded one of his antago¬ 
nists, W'hile the other was laid prostrate under the dint of 
a brass cauldron launched by the Amazonian dame. Robin 
now turned, to the aid of Marian, who was jiarrying most 
dexterously the cuts and slashes of her two assailants, of 
whom Robin delivered her from one, while a well-applied 
blow of her sword struck off the helmet of the other, who 
fell on his knees to beg a boon, and she recognised Sir 



256 


|IAID MABIAN. 


Ralph Montfaucon. The men who were engaged with the 
baron and the peasant, seeing their leader subdued, imme¬ 
diately laid down their arms and cried for quarter. The 
wife brought some strong rope, and the baron tied their 
arms behind them. 

“ Now, Sir Ralph,” said Marian, “ once more you are 
at my mercy." 

“ That I always am, cruel beauty,” said the discomfited 
lover. 

“ Odso ! courteous knight,” said the baron, “ is this the 
return you make for my beef and canary, when you kissed 
my daughter’s hand in token of contrition for your inter¬ 
meddling at her wedding.^ Heart, I am glad to see she 
has given you a bloody coxcomb. Slice him down, Mawd ! 
slice him down, and fling him into the river.” 

“ Confess,” said Marian, “ what brought you here, and 
how did you trace our steps ?” 

“ I will confess nothing,” said the knight. 

“ Then confess you, rascal,” said the baron, holding his 
sword to the throat of the captive squire. 

Take away the sword,” said the squire, “ it is too 
near my mouth, and my voice will not come out for fear: 
take away the sword, and I will confess all.” The baron 
dropped his sword, and the squire proceeded ; “ Sir Jlalph 
met you, as jou quitted Lady Falkland's castle, and by 
“representing her who you were, borrowed from her such 
a number of her retainers as he deemed must ensure your 
capture, seeing that your familiar the friar was not at your 
elbow. We set forth without delay, and traced you first 
by means of a peasant who saw you turn into this valley, 
and afterwards by the light from the casement of this solitary 
dwelling. Our design was to have laid an ambush for you 
in the morning, but the storm and your observation of my 
unlucky face flirough the casement made us change our 
purpose ; and what followed you can tell better than I can, 
being indeed masters of the subject.” 

“ You are a merry knave," said the baron, “ and here 
is a cup of wine for you.” 

“ Gramercy,” said the squire, “ and better late than 
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never: but I lacked a cup of this before. Had I bem 
pot-valiant, I had held you play." 

“ Sir knight,” said Mwian, “ this is the third time you 
have sought the life of my lord and of me, for mine is in¬ 
terwoven mth his. And do you think me so spiritless as 
to believe that I can be yours by compulsion ? Tempt me 
not again, for the next time shall be the last, and the fish 
of the nearest river shall commute the flesh of a recreant 
knight into the fast-day dinner of an uncaruivorous friar. 
I spare you now, not in pity but in scorn. Yet shall you 
swear to a convention never more to pursue or molest my 
lord or me, and on this condition you shall live.” 

The knight had no alternative but to comply, and swore, 
on the honour of knighthood, to keep the convention in¬ 
violate. How well he kept his oath we shall liave no op¬ 
portunity of narrating: Di lui la nostra istoria piu non 
parlu. 


CHAPTER XVI. 


Carry me over the water, thou line fcilowc. — Oin Ballad. 


Tub pilgrims, without experiencing further molestation, 
arrived at the retreat of Sir Guy of Gamwell. They found 
the old knight a cup too low ; partly from iMiirig cut OS' 
from the scenes of his old hospitality and the shouts of his 
Nottinghamshire vassals, who were wont to make the rafters 
of his ancient hall re-echo to their revelry ; but principally 
from being parted from his son, who had long bgen the 
better half of his flask and pasty. The arrival of our 
visitors cheered him up ; and finding that the baron was to 
remain with him, he testified his delight and the cordiality 
of his welcome by pegging him in the ribs tiU he made 
him roar. 

Robin and Marian took an affectionate leave of the baron 
and the old knight; and before they quitted tlie vicinity of 
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Barngdale, deeming it prudent to return in a different dis¬ 
guise, they laid aside their pilgrim’s attire, and assumed 
tile habits and appurtenances of -wandering minstrels. 

They travelled in this character safely and pleasantly, 
till one evening at a late hour they arrived by the side of a 
river, where Robin looking out for a mode of passage per¬ 
ceived a ferry-boat safely moored in a nook on the opposite 
bank ; near which a chimney sending up a wreath of smoke 
through the thick.set willows, was the only symptom of 
human habitation; and Robin naturally conceiving the 
said chimney and wreath of smoke to be the outward signs 
of the inward ferryman, shouted “Over!” with "much 
strength and clearness; but no voice replied, and no ferry¬ 
man appeared. Robin raised his voice, and shouted with 
redoubled energy, “ Over, Over, O-o-o-over! ” A faint 
echo alone responded “ Over! ” and again died away into 
deep silence: but after a brief interval a voice from among 
the willows, in a strange kind of mingled intonation that 
was half a shout and half a song, answered : 

Over, over, over, jolly, jolly rover, 

Would you then n>ine over V Over, over, over ? 

.lolly, jolly rover, here’s one lives in olovcr : 

Who finds the clover ? Th»' jolly, jolly rover, 
fie finds the clover, let him thcii come over, 

The jolly, jolly rover, over, over, over. 

“ I much doubt,” said Marian, if this ferryman do 
not mean by clover something more than the toll of his 
ferry-boat.” 

“ I doubt not,” answered Robin, “ he is a lovier of toll 
and tithe, which I shall put him upon proof of his right to 
receive, by making trial of his might to enforce.” 

The ferryman emerged from the willows and stepped 
into his boat. “ As I live,” exclaimed Robin, “ the ferry¬ 
man is a friar.” 

“ With a sword,” said Marian, “ stuck in his rope 
girdle.” 

The friar pushed his boat off manfully, and was pre¬ 
sently half over the river. 

“ It is friar Tuck,” said Marian. 

“ He will scarcely know us,” said Robin ; “ and if he 
do not, I will break a staff with him for sport.” 
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The friar came singing across the water: the boat 
touched the land: Robin and Marian stepped on board: 
the friar pushed oft’ again/ 

“ Silken doublets, silken doublets,” said the friar: “ slen¬ 
derly lined, I trow: your wandering minstrel is always 
poor toll: your sweet angels of voices pass current for a 
bed and a supper at the house of every lord that likes to 
hear the fame of his valour without the trouble of fighting 
for it. What need you of purse or pouch You may 
sing before thieves. I’edlars, pedlars: wandering from 
door to door with tlie small ware of lies and cajolery: ex¬ 
ploits for carpet-knights ; honesty for courtiers ; truth" for 
monks, and chastity for nuns: a good saleable stock tliat 
costs the vender nothing, defies wear and tear, and when 
it has served a hundred customers is as plentiful and as 
marketable as ever. But, sirrahs, I ’ll none of your balder¬ 
dash. You pass not hence without clink of brass, or 1 ’ll 
knock your musical noddles together till they ring like a 
pair of cymbals. That will be a new tune for your miu- 
strelships.” 

This friendly speech of the friar ended as they stepped 
on the opposite bank. Robin had noticed as they passed 
that the summer stream was low. 

“ AVhy, thou brawling mongrel,” said Robin, “ that 
whether thou be thief, friar, or ferryman, or an ill- 
mixed compound of all threes, passes conjecture, though I 
judge thee to be simple thief, what barkest thou at thus.’ 
Villain, there is clink of brass for thee. Dost thou see 
this coin Dost thou hear this music ? Look and listen : 
for touch thou shalt not: my minstrelship defies thee. 
Thou shalt carry me on thy back over the water, and re¬ 
ceive nothing but a cracked sconce for thy trouble.” 

“ A bargain,” said the friar: “ for the water is low, 
the labour is light, and the reward is alluring.” And he 
stooped down for Robin, who mounted his back, and the 
friar waded with him over the river. 

“ Now, fine fellow,” said the friar, “ thou shalt carry 
me back over the water, and thou shalt have a cracked 
sconce for thy trouble.” 

Robin took the friar on his back, and waded with him 
8 % 
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into the middle of the river, -when by a dexterous jerk he 
auddenly flung him off and plunged him horizontally over 
head and ears in the ivater. llobin waded to shore, and 
the friar, half swimming and half scrambling, followed. 

“ Fine fellow, fine fellow,” said the friar, “ now will I 
pay thee thy cracked sconce.” 

“ Not so,” said Robin, “ I have not earned it: but 
thou hast earned it, and shalt have it.” 

It was not, even in those good old times, a sight of 
every day to see a troubadour and a friar playing at single¬ 
stick by tbe side of a river, each aiming with fell intent at 
the other’s coxcomb. The j)artlcs were both so skilled in 
attack and defence, that their mutual efforts for a long time 
expended themselves in quick and loud rappings on each 
other’s oaken staves. At length llobin by a dexterous 
feint contrived to score one on the friar’s crown: but in 
the careless moment of triumph a splendid sweep of the 
friar's staff struck Robin’s out of his hand into the middle 
of the river, and repaid his crack on the head with a degree 
of vigour that might have ])assed tbe bounds of a jest if 
Marian had not retarded its descent by catching the friar’s 
arm. 

“ IIow now, recreant friar,” said Marian ; “ what have 
you to say why you should not suffer instant execution, 
being detected in open rebellion against your liege lord ? 
Therefore kneel down, traitor, and submit your neck to 
the sword of the offended law.” 

“ Benefit of clergy,” said the friar : I plead my 

clergy. And is it you indeed, ye scapegraces? Ye are 
well disguised : I knew ye not, by my flask. Robin, jolly 
Robin, he buys a jest dearly that pays for it with a bloody 
coxcomb. But here is balm for all bruises, outward and 
inward. (The friar produced a flask of canary.) 'W’’ash 
thy wound twice and thy throat thrice with this solar con¬ 
coction, and thou shalt marvel where was thy hurt. But 
what moved ye to this frolic ? Knew ye not that ye could 
not appear in a mask more fashioned to move my bile than 
in that of these gilders and lackerers of the smooth surface 
of worthlessness, that bring the gold of true valour into 
disrepute, by stamping the baser metal with the fairer 
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impression ? I marvelled to find any such given to fighting 
(for they have an old instinct of self-preservation): but 
I rejoiced thereat, that I might discuss to them poetical 
justice: and therefore have I cracked thy sconce: for 
which, let this be thy medicine. ” 

“ But wherefore,” said Marian, “ do we find you here, 
when we left you joint lord warden of Sherwood V' 

“ I do but retire to my devotions,” replied the friar. 
“ This is ray hermitage, in which I first took refuge when 
I escaped from my beloved brethren of Rubygill; and to 
which- I still retreat at times from the vanities of the 
world, which else might cling to me too closely, since I 
have been j)romoted to be peer-spiritual of your forest, 
court. For, indeed, I do find in myself certain indications 
and admonitions that my day has past 'its noon ; and 
none more cogent than this : that daily of bad wine I grow 
more intolerant, and of good wine have a keener and 
more fastidious relish. There is no surer symptom of 
receding years. The ferryman is my faithful varlet. I 
send him on some pious errand, that I may meditate in 
ghostly privacy, when my presence in the forest can best 
be spared : and when can it be better spared than now, 
seeing that the neighbourhood of Prince John, and his 
incessant penpiisitions for Marian, have made the li.rcst 
too hot to hold more of us than are ncetlful to keep up a 
quorum, and preserve unbroken the continuity of our 
forest-dominion ? For, in truth, without your greenwood 
majesties, we have hardly the wit to live in a body, and at 
the same time to keep our necks out of jeopardy, while 
that arch-rebel and traitor ,Fohn infests the precincts of 
our territory.” 

The friar now conducted them to his peaceful cell, 
where he spread his frugal board with fish, venison, wild¬ 
fowl, fruit, and canary. Under the compound operation 
of this matKria mt-dica Robin’s wounds healed apace, and 
the friar, who hated minstrelsy, began as usual chirping in 
his cups. Rubin and Marian chimed in with his tuneful 
humour till the midnight moon peeped in upon their revelry. 

It was now the very witching time of night, when they 
heard a voice shouting, “ Over ! ” They paused to listen, 
s 3 
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and the voice repeated Over !" in accents dear and loud, 
but which at the same time either were in themselves, or 
seemed tobe,from the place and the hour, singularly plaintive 
and dreary. The friar fidgetted about in his seat: fell 
into a deep musing; shook himself, and looked about him: 
first at Marian, then at Robin, then at Marian again; 
filled and tossed off a cup of canary, and relapsed into his 
reverie. 

" ATill you not bring your passenger over ?” said Robin. 
The friar shook his head and looked mysterious. 

“ That passenger,” said the friar, “ will never come 
over. Kvcry full moon, at midnight, that voice calls, 
' Over! ’ I and my varlet have more than once obeyed 
the summons, and we have sometimes had a glimpse of a 
white figure under the opposite trees : but when the boat 
has touched the bank, nothing has been to be seen; and 
the voice has been heard no more till the midnight of the 
next full moon.” 

It is very strange,” said Robin. 

“ VV'ondrous strange,” said the friar, looking solemn. 

The voice again called “Over!" in a long plaintive 
musical cry. 

“ I must go to it,” said the friar, “ or it will give us no 
peace. 1 would all my customers were of this world. I 
begin to think that 1 am Charon, and that this river is 
Styx.” 

I will go with you friar,” said Robin. 

By my flask,” said the friar, “ but you shall not.” ' 

“ Then I will,” said Marian. 

“ Still less,” said the friar, hurrying out of the cell. 
Robin and Marian followed : but the friar outstepped them, 
and pushed off his boat. 

A white figure was visible under the shade of the oppo¬ 
site trees. The boat ajiproaehed the shore, and the figure 
glided away. The friar returned. 

They re-entered the cottage, and sat some time con¬ 
versing on the phenomenon they had seen. The friar 
sipped his wine, and after a time, said : 

“ There is a tradition of a damsel who was drowned 
here some years ago. The tradition is-” 
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But the friar could not narrate a plain tale : he there¬ 
fore cleared his throat, and sang with due solemnity, in a 
ghostly voice: 

A damsd came in midnight rain. 

And called across tlic forry : 

The weary uight she culled in vain, 

Whose senses sleep did bury. 

At evening, from her father’s door 
She turned to meet her lover: 

At midnight, on the lonely shore. 

She shouted “ Over, over I” 

She had not mot him by the tree 
Of their accustomed meeting, 

And sad and .sick at heart whs she, 

' Her heart all wildly beating. 

In chili suspense the hours went by. 

The wild storm burst aliove her ; 

She turnetl her to the river nigh, 

And shouted, “ Over, over!” 

A dim, discolouretl, doubtful light 
'J’he moon’s dark vtnl permitted. 

And tliick before her troutilcd sight 
I'untastic shadows flitted. 

Her lover's form appean-d to glide. 

And iMickon o'er the water: 

Alas ! his blood that morn had dyed 
Her brother’s sword with slaughter. ' 

Uiwai a little ro<‘k she stood. 

To make her invocation : 

She marketl not that the rain.sWQll'n flood 
W’as i.<ilandiiig her station. 

The tempest m(*cko<l her feeble cry : 

No saint his aid would give her: 

The Howl .swelliHl high and yet more high. 

And swept her down the river. 

Yet oft beneath the pale moonlight. 

When hollow wmils are blowing, 

The shadow of that maiden bright 
<*lidcs by the dark stream’s flowing. 

Ana when the storin.s of midnight rave. 

While clouds the broad moon eover. 

The wild gusts waft across tlie w’ave 
The cry of, Over, over! ” 

■Wliile the friar was singinp;, Marian was meditating : 
and when he had ended she said, “ Honest friar, you have 
misplaced your tradition, which belongs to the Kstuary of 
a nobler river, where the damsel was swept away by the 
rising of the tide, for which yonr land-flood is an indiffer¬ 
ent substitute. But the true tradition of this stream I think 
I myself possess, and 1 will narrate it in your own way : 

It was a friar of orders free, 

A friar of RubygUl: 

At the greenwood.tree a vow made he. 

But he kept it very dl: 

A vow made he of chastity, 

But he kept it very ill. 


s 4 ■ 
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He kept it, perchance, in the conscious shade 
Of the bounds of the forest wherein it was made: 

But be roamed where he listed, as free as the wind, 

And he left his go(Ml vow in the«forest behind: 

For its woods out of sight were his vow out of mind, 

With the ftiar of RubygilL 

In lonely hut himself he shut, 

The friar of Kubygill; 

Where the ghostly elf absolved himself. 

To follow his own good will: 

And he had no lack of canary sack. 

To kec)> his conscience still. 

And a damsel well knew, when at lonely midnight 
It gleamed on the waters, iiis signaUlampdighl: 

Over! over!’* she warMt*d with nightingale throat, 

And the friar sprung forth at the magical note, 

And she crossed the dark stream in his trim ferry-boat, 

With the friar of llubygill. 

“ Look you now,” said Robin, “ if the friar does not 
blush. Many strange sights have I seen in iny day, hut 
never till this moment did 1 see a blushing friar.” 

“ I think,’’ said the friar, “ you never saw one that 
blushed not, or you saw good canary thrown away. But 
you are welcome to laugh if it so please you. None shall 
laugh in my com])any, though it he at my expense, but I 
will have my share of the merriment. The world is a 
stage, and life is a farce, and he that laughs most has most 
profit of the performance. The worst thing is good enough 
to he laughed at, thougli it be good for nothing else; and 
the host thing, though it be good for something else, is 
good for nothing better.” 

And he struck up a song in praise of laughing and 
quaffing, without further adverting to Marian’s insinuated 
accusation ; being, perhaps, of opinion, that it was a sub¬ 
ject on which the least said would he the soonest mended. 

So passed the night. In the morning a forester came to 
the friar, with intelligence that Prince John had been com¬ 
pelled, by the urgency of his affairs in other quarters, to 
disembarrass Nottingham (lastle of his royal presence. 
Our wanderers returned joyfully to tlieir forest-dominion, 
being thus relieved from the vicinity of any more formidable 
belligerent than their old bruised and beaten enemy the 
sheriff of Nottingham. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 


Oh! this life 

Is nobler than attending for a check, 

Richer than doing nothing for abhbe. 

Prouder than rui^tling in unpaid-fur silk. —Cymdelinb. 


So Robin and Marian dwelt and reigned in the forest, 
ranging the glades and the greenwoods from the matins of 
the Idrk to the vespers of the nightingale, and adminis. 
tering natural justice according to Robin’s ideas of rectifying 
the inetpialities of human condition : raising genial dews 
from the bags of the rich and idle, and reluming them in 
fertilising showers on the poor and industrious: an oper¬ 
ation which more enlightened statesmen have happily re¬ 
versed, to the unspeakable benefit of the community at 
large. The light footsteps of Marian were impressed on 
the morning dew beside the firmer step of her lover, and 
they shook its large drops about them as they cleared them¬ 
selves a passage through the thick tall fern, without any 
fear of catching cold, which was not much in fashion in 
the twelfth century. Robin was as hospitable as (.'atbmor ; 
for seven men stood on seven paths to call the stranger to 
his feast. It is true, he superadded the small im|)rovement 
of making the stranger pay for it: than which what could 
be more generous ? For Cathmor was himself the juime 
giver of his feast, w'hercas Robin was only the agent to a 
series of strangers, who provided in turn for the entertain¬ 
ment of their successors ; which is carrying the disinter¬ 
estedness of hospitality to its acme. Marian often killed 
the deer. 

Which Scarlet dressed, and Friar Tuck blessed. 

While liittic John wandered in boarch of a guest. 

Robin was very devout, though there was great unity in 
his religion: it was exclusively given to our Lady the 
Virgin, and he never set forth in a morning till he had said 
three prayers, and had heard the sweet voice of his Marian 
singing a hymn to their mutual patroness. Each of his 
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men had, as usual, a patron saint according to his name or 
taste. The friar chose a saint for himself, and fixed on 
Saint Botolph, whom he euphonised into Saint Bottle, and 
maintained that he was that very Panomphic Pantagruelian 
saint, well known in ancient France as a female divinity, 
by the name of La Dive Bouteille, whose oracular mono¬ 
syllable “ Trincq,” is celebrated and understood by all 
nations, and is expounded by tlie learned doctor Alcofribas*, 
who has treated at large on the subject, to signify “ drink.” 
Saint Bottle, tlien, was the saint of Friar Tuck, who did 
not yield even to Robin and Marian in the assiduity of his 
devotions to his chosen patron. Such was their summer 
life, and in their winter caves they had sufficient furniture, 
ample provender, store of old wine, and assuredly no lack 
of fuel, with joyous music and pleasant discourse to charm 
away the season of darkness and storms. 

Many moons had waxed and waned, when on the after¬ 
noon of a lovely summer day a lusty broad-boned knight 
was riding through the forest of Sherwood. The sun 
shone brilliantly on the full green foliage, and afforded the 
knight a fine opportunity of observing picturesque effects, 
of which it is to be feared he did not avail himself. But 
he had not proceeded far, before he had an opportunity of 
observing something much more interesting, namely, a fine 
young outlaw leaning, in the true Sherwood fashion, with 
his back against a tree. The knight was preparing to ask 
the stranger a question, the answer to which, if correctly 
given, would have relieved him from a doubt that pressed 
heavily on his mind, as to whether he was in the right 
road or the wrong, when the youth prevented the inquiry 
by saying : “In God’s name, sir knight, you are late to 
your meals. My master has tarried dinner for you these 
three hours.” 

“ I doubt,” said the knight, “ I am not he you wot of. 
I am no where bidden to day, and I know none in this 
vicinage.” 

* Alcofyibas Kasier: an anagram of Francois Kubelais, and his assumed ap* 
pellaiton. 

The reader wlio desires to know more aiK>ut this oracular divinity, may con¬ 
sult the said dm'tor AicolVibas Nasicr, who will usher him into the adytum 
through the medium of the high priestess Bacbuc. 
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" We feared,” said the youth, " your memory would be 
treacherous: therefore am I stationed here to refresh 
it,” 

" Who is your master ? ’’ said the knight ; “ and where 
does he abide ? ” 

“ My master,” said the youth, is called Robin Hood, 
and he abides hard by.” 

“ And what knows he of me } ” said the knight. 

“ He knows you,” answered the youth, “ as he does 
every way-faring knight and friar, by instinct.” 

“ Oramercy,” said tlie knight; “ then 1 understand his 
bidding: but how if I say 1 will not come ? ” 

“ I am enjoined to bring you,” said the youth. “ If 
persuasion avail not, I must use other argument.” 

“ Say’st thou so ? ” said the knight ; “ 1 doubt if thy 
stripling rhetoric would convince me.” 

That,” said the young forester, “ we will see.” 

“ We are not equally matched, boy,” said the knight. 
“ I should get less honour by thy conquest, than grifef by 
thy injury.” 

“ Perhaps,” said the youth, “ my strength is more than 
my seeming, and my cunning more than my strength. 
Therefore let it please your knighthood to dismount.” 

“ It shall please my knighthood to chastise thy pre¬ 
sumption,” said the knight, sjtringing from his saddle. 

Hereupon, which in those days was usually the result 
of a meeting between any two persons anywhere, they pro¬ 
ceeded to fight. 

The knight had in an uncommon degree both strength 
and skill: tile forester had less strength, hut not less 
skill than the knight, and showed such a mastery of his 
weapon as reduced the latter to great admiration. 

They had not fought many minutes by the forest clock, 
the sun ; and had as yet done each other no worse injury 
than that the knight had wounded the forester’s jerkin, 
and the forester had disabled the knight’s plume ; when 
they were interrupted by a voice from a thicket, exclaim¬ 
ing, “Well fought, girl: well fought. Mass,.that had 
nigh been a shrewd hit. Thou owest him for that, lass. 
Marry, stand by, I ’ll pay him for thee.” 
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The knight turning to the voice, beheld a tall friar 
issuing from the thicket, brandishing a ponderous cudgel. 
" Who art thou ? ” said the knight. 

“ I am the church militant of Sherwood,” answered the 
friar. “ Why art thou in arms against our lady queen ? ” 

“ What meanest thou” said the knight. 

“ Truly, this,” said the friar, “ is our liege lady of the 
forest, against whom I do apprehend thee in overt act of 
treason. tVhat sayest thou for thyself.^ ” 

“ I say,” answered the knight, “ that if this be indeed a 
lady, man never yet held me so long." 

“ Spoken,” said the friar, “ like one who hath done 
execution. Hast thou thy stomach full of steel ? Wilt 
thou diversify thy repast with a taste of my oak-grafF? 
Or wilt thou incline thine heart to our venison, which 
truly is cooling.> Wilt thou fightor wilt thou dine? or 
wilt thou fight and dine ? or wilt thou dine and fight ? I 
am for thee, choose as thou raayest.” 

“ I will dine,” said the knight; “ for with lady 1 never 
fought before, and with friar 1 never fought yet, and with 
neither will I ever fight knowingly: and if this be the 
queen of the forest, I will not, being in her own domi¬ 
nions, be backward to do her homage.” 

So saying, he kissed the hand of Marian, who was 
pleased most graciously to express her approbation. 

“ (jrainercy, sir knight,” said the friar, “ 1 laud thee 
for thy courtesy, which 1 deem to he no less than thy 
valour. Now do thou follow me, while 1 follow my nose, 
which scents the pleasant odour of roast from the depth of 
the forest recesses. 1 will lead thy horse, and do thou 
lead my lady.” 

The knight took Marian’s hand, and followed the friar, 
who walked before them, singing: 

When the wind blows, when the wind blows 
From where under buck the dry log glows, 

W'hal guide can you follow, 

O’er brake and o’er hollow. 

So true as a ghostly, ghostly nose V 
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CHAPTER XVIIl. 


Robin and Ricbard were two pretty men. 

Mother Goose's Melody. 


They proceeded, following dieir infallible guide, first 
along a light elastic greensward under the shade of lofty 
and wide-spreading trees that skirted a sunny opening of 
tile forest, then along labyrinthine paths, which the deer, 
the outlaw, or the woodman had made, through the close 
shoots of the young coppices, through the thick under, 
growth of the ancient woods, through beds of gigantic fern 
that filled the narrow glades and waved their green feathery 
heads above the plume of the knight. Along these sylvan 
alleys they walked in single file; the friar singing and 
pioneering in the van, the horse plunging and floundering 
behind the friar, the lady following “in maiden medita¬ 
tion fancy-free,” and the knight bringing up the rear, 
much marvelling at the strange company into which his 
stars had thrown him. Their path had expanded sufli- 
ciently to allow the knight to take Marian's hand again, 
when they arrived in the august presence of Robin Hood 
and his court. 

Robin’s table was spread under a high overarching 
canopy of living boughs, on the edge of a natural lawn of 
verdure starred with flowers, through which a swift trans¬ 
parent rivulet ran sparkling in the sun. The board was 
covered with abundance of choice food and excellent liquor, 
not without the comeliness of snow-white linen and the 
splendour of costly plate, which the sherifi' of Nottingham 
had unwillingly contributed to supply, at the same time 
with an excellent cook, whom Little John’s art had spirited 
away to the forest with the contents of his master's silver 
scullery. 

An hundred foresters were here assembled over-ready 
for their dinner, some seated at the table and some lying in 
groups under the trees. 
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Robin bade courteous welcome to the knight, who took 
his seat between Robin and Marian at the festal board; 
at which was already placed one strange guest in the person 
of a portly monk, sitting betw'een Little John and Scarlet, 
with his rotund physiognomy elongated into an unnatural 
oval by the conjoint influence of sorrow and fear: sorrow 
for the departed intents of his travelling treasury, a 
good-looking valise which was hanging empty on a bough ; 
and fear for his personal safety, pf which all the flasks 
and pasties before him could ho't give him assurance. 
The appearance of the knight, however, cheered him up 
with a semblance of protection, and gave him just Suffi¬ 
cient courage to demolish a cygnet and a numble-pie, 
which he diluted with the contents of two flasks of canary 
sack. 

But wine, which sometimes creates and often increases 
joy, doth also, upon occasion, heighten sorrow: and so it 
fared how with our portly monk, who had no sooner 
explained away his portion of provender, than he began to 
weep and bewail himself bitterly. 

“ Why dost thou weep, man ’’ said Robin Hood. 

“ Thou hast done thine embassy justly, and shalt have 
thy Lady’s grace.” 

“Alack! alack!” said the monk: “no embassy had 
I, luckless sinner, as well thou wottest, but to take to my 
abbey in safety the treasure whereof thou hast despoiled 
me.” 

“ Propound me his case,” said Friar Tuck, “ and I will 
give him ghostly counsel." 

“ You well remember,” said Robin Hood, “the sorrow¬ 
ful knight who dined with us here twelve months and a 
day gone by.” 

“Well do I,” said Friar Tuck. “His lands were in 
jeopardy with a certain abbot, who would allow him no 
longer day for their redemption. Whereupon you lent to 
him the four hundred pounds which he needed, and which 
he was to repay this day, though he had no better security 
to give than our Lady the Virgin.” 

“ I never desired better,” said Robin, “ for she never 
■yet failed to send me my pay ; and here is one of her own 



MAID MARIAM, 


271 


flock, this faithful and well-favoured monk of St. Mary’s, 
hath brought it me duly, principal and interest to a penny, 
as Littlejohn can testify, who told it forth. To be sure, 
he denied having it, but that was to prove our faith. We 
sought and found it.”' 

" I know nothing of your knight,” said the monk: 
“and the money was our own,'as the Virgin shall bless 
me.” 

“ She shall bless thee," said Friar Tuck, “ for a faithful 
messenger.” 

The monk resumed his wailing. Little John brought 
him *his horse. Robin gave him leave to depart. He 
sprang with singular nimbleness into the saddle, and 
vanished without saying, God give you good day. 

The stranger knight laughed heartily as the monk 
rode off. 

“ They say, sir knight,” said Friar Tuck, “ they should 
laugh who win; but thou laughcst who art likely to lose.” 

“ I have won,” said the knight, “ a good dinner, some 
mirth, and some knowledge: and 1 cannot lose by paying 
for them.” 

“ Bravely said,” answered Robin. “ Still it becomes 
dice to pay: for it is not meet that a poor forester should 
treat a rich knight How much money hast thou with 
thee ? ” 

“Troth, I know not,” said the knight. “Sometimes 
much, sometimes little, sometimes none. But search, and 
what thou flndest, keep: and for the sake of thy kind heart 
and open hand, be it what it may, I shall wish it were 
more.” 

. “ Then, since thou sayest so,” said Robin, “ not a 
penny will I touch. Many a false churl comes hither, and 
disburses against his will: and till there is lack of these, I 
prey not on true men.” 

“Thou art thyself a true man, right well I judge, 
Robin,” said the stranger knight, “ and seemest more like 
one bred in court than to thy present outlaw life.” 

“ Our life,” said the friar, “ is a craft, an art, and a 
mystery. How much of it, think you, could bejeamed 
at court?" ' 



ifclTriiiTiritTi - stranger kni^: ^'but 

"And so rfxndA'^r'stSa^^ friar: “for we 'should 
fiad'ver^ liiille df ttaf'bold PI>«a practice, but should hear 
‘abundance ^ praise of our principles. To lire in seeming 
f(dl<Jwship 'tod .^orei-ny4ry; to have a hand for all, and 
a iieart for none ; to be everybody's acquaintance, and 
■jiobody’efriend; to meditate the ruin of all on whom we 
smile, and to dread the secret stratagems of aD who smile 
on u»; to pilfer honours and despoil fortunes, not‘by fight- 
•ing in daylight, but by sapping in darkness: tBbse are arts 
which the court can teach, but which we, by 'r liady,' have 
not learned. But let your courUminstrel tune up his 
throat to the praise of your court-hero, then come our 
principles into play : then is our practice extolled: not by 
the same name, for their Richard is a hero, and our Robin 
is a »hief: marry, your hero guts an exchequer, while 
your thief disembowels a portmanteau; your hero sacks a 
city, while your thief sacks a cellar: your hero marauds 
on a larger scale, and that is all the difference, for the prin¬ 
ciple and the virtue are one: but two of a trade cannot 
agree: therefore your hero makes laws to get rid of your 
thief, and gives him an ill name that he may hang him : 
for might is right, and the strong make laws for the 
weak, and they that make laws to serve their own turn do 
also make morals to give colour to tlieir laws.” 

“Your comparison, friar,” said the stranger, “fails in 
this: that your thief fights for profit, and your hero for 
honour. I have fought under the banners of Richard, 
and if, as you phrase it, he guts exchequers, and sacks 
cities, it is not to win treasure for himself, but to furnish 
forth the means of his greater and more glorious aim.” 

“ Misconceive me not, sir knight,” said the friar. “We 
all love and honour King Richard, and here is a deep 
draught to his health: but J would show you, that we 
foresters are miscalled.by opprobrious names, and that our 
virtues, though they follow at humble distance, are yet 
truly akin to those of (iccur-de-Lion. I say not that 
Richard is a thief, but 1 say that Robin is a hero: and 
for honour, did ever yet man, miscalled thief, win greater 
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hoDoar than Rot^F. Db not all ffi«n iprseo 
some honourable epithet? The moM (pstttlir thWj 
most courteous thief, thf most houbti&l thief, yea, and 
the most honest thief ? Richard is oetuteoufe, bountiful, 
honest, and vahant: but so also is Rotun: it it the false 
word that makes the unjust ‘ distinction; u T^y sfs twin^ 
spirits, and should be friends, but that fortune hath dif<' 
ferently cast their lot: but their names shsdll descend toge¬ 
ther to the latest days, as the flower of their age and of 
England: for in the pure principles of freehootery.have 
they excelled all men; and to the principles of freebootery, 
diversely developed, belong all the qualities to which song 
and story concede renown.” 

“ And you may add, friar,” said Marian, “ that Robin, 
no less than Richard, is king in his own dominion; and 
that if his subjects be fewer, yet are tliey more uniformly 
loyal.” 

“ I would, fair lady,” said the stranger, " that thy 
latter observation were not so true. But I nothing doubt, 
Robin, that if Richard could hear your friar, and see you 
and your lady, as 1 now do, there is not a man in England 
whom he would take by the hand more cordially than 
yourself.” 

“ Gramercy, sir knight,” said Robin-But his speech 

was cut short by Little John calling, “ Hark !” 

All listened. A distant trampling of horses was heard. 
The sounds approached rapidly, and at length a group of 
horsemen glittering in holyday dresses was visible among 
the trees. 

“ God’s my life ! ” said Robin, “ what means this 
To arms, my merrymen all.” 

“ No arras, Robin,” said the foremost horseman, riding, 
up and springing from his saddle: “ have you forgotten 
Sir William of the Lee ? ” 

“ No, by my fay,” said Rohin; “ and right welcome 
again to Sherwood." 

Little John bustled to re-array the disorganised eco¬ 
nomy of the table, and replace, the dilapidations of the 
provender. 

“ I come late, Robin,” said Sir William, “ but 1 came 
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by a wrestling, where 1 found a good yeoman wrongfully 
beset by a crowd of sturdy varlets, and I staid to do him 
right." . . 

“ I tharik thee for that, in God’s name,” said Robin, 
“ as if thy good service had been to myself." 

“ And here,” said the knight, “ is thy four hundred 
pound ; and my men have brought'thee an hundred bows 
and as many well-furnished quivers; which I beseech 
thee to receive and to use as a poor token of my grateful 
kindness to thee: for me- and my wife and children didst 
thou redeem from beggary.” 

“ Thy bows and arrows,” said Robin, “ will I joyfully 
receive: but of thy money, not a penny. It is paid 
already. My Lady, who was thy security, hath sent it 
me for thee.” 

Sir William pressed, but Robin was indexible. 

“ It is paid,” said Robin, “as this good knight can 
testify, who saw my Lady's messenger depart but now." 

Sir William looked round to the stranger knight, and 
instantly fell on his knee, saying, “God save King 
Richard.” 

The foresters, friar and all, dropped on their knees 
together, and repeated in chorus: “ God save King 
Ricliard.” , 

‘“Rise, rise," said Richard, smiling: “Robin is king 
here, as his lady hath shown. I have heard much of thee, 
Robin, both of thy present and thy former state. Ami 
this, Uiy fair forest-queen, is, if tales say true, the lady 
Matilda Fitzwater.” 

Marian signed acknowledgment. 

“ Your father,” said the king, “has approved his fide¬ 
lity to me, by the loss of his lands, which the newness of 
iny return, and many public cares, have not yet given roe 
time to restore: but this justice shall be done to him, and 
to thee also, Robin, if thou wilt leave thy forest-life and 
resume thy earldom, and be a peer of Coeur-de-Lion : for 
braver heart apd juster hand 1 never yet found.” 

Robin looked round on his men. 

“ Your foEowers,” said the king, “shall have free 
pardon, and such of them as thou wilt part with shall 
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liave maintenance from me ; and if ever I confess to priest, 
it sliall be to thy friar.” 

“Gramercy to your nyijesty," said the friar; “and my 
inflictions shall be flasks of canary; and if the number be 
(as in grave cases I may, peradventure, make it) too great 
for one frail mortality, 1 will relieve you by vicarious 
penance, and pour down my own throat the redundancy of 
the burden.” 

Robin and bis followers embraced the king's proposal. 
A joyful meeting soon followed wdth the baron and Sir 
Guy of Gamwell; and Richard himself honoured with Ids 
own •presence a formal solemnization of the nuptials of 
our lovers, whom he constantly distinguished with his 
peculiar regard. 

The friar could not say, Farewell to the forest, without 
something of a heavy he.irt: and he sang as he turned his 
back u]>on its hounds, occasionally reverting his head : 

Ye wood«5, tiuit oft at sultry noon 

Hav** o’er me b[ir<sa<l your in.iksy sMaUc: 

Yo pushing streams, whoso inurmuroil tune 
Ihis in tny oar swoot iinisii* niado, 

While, whore the tlancmp pohldes show 
iJeep in the restle.-^s fountaunpool 

'J’he gelid waters upward flow, 

My second fla^k wus laid tu cool: 

Ye pleasant sights of leaf and flower: 

Ve pleasant souiuls ot bird and bee : 

Ye sports of dc*tT m sylvan Imwer : 

Ye feasts beneath the greenwood tree: 

Ye baskings in the vernal sun : 

Ye sluinber.s in the summer dell: 

Ye trophies that this arm has won : 

>n<l must yc hear your friar’s faiewcll ? 


But the friar’s farewell was not destined to be eternal. 
He was domiciled as the family confessor of the earl and 
countess of Huntingdon, wlio led a discreet and courtly 
life, and kejit up old hospitality in all its munificence, 
till the death of King Richard and the usurpation of John, 
by placing their enemy in power; compelled them to return 
to their greenwood sovereignty ; which, it is probable, they 
would have Vjcfore done from choice, if their love of sylvan 
libeity had not been counteracted by their desire to retain 
the friendship of Cour-de-Lion. Their old and tried ad- 



MAin MAHIAN. 


‘■ 27 (^ 


herents, the friar among the foremost, flocked again round 
their forest-banner; and in merry Sherwood they long 
Heed together, the lady still retaining her former name 
of Maid Marian, though the appellation was then as mucli 
a misnomer as that of Little John. 
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CROTCHET CASTLE 


CHAPTEIl I. 

THK villa. 

Captain Jamy. I w^d full fain hear some question ’tween you tway. 

Henry K 

Jn one of those beautiful vallies, through which the 
Thames (not yet polluted by the tide, the scouring of 
cities, or even the minor defilement of the sandy streams 
of Surrey,) rolls a clear flood through flowery meadows,, 
under the shade of old beech woods, and die smooth 
mossy greensward of the chalk hills (which pour into it 
their tributary rivulets, as pure and pellucid as the foun¬ 
tain of Bandusium, or the wells of Scamander, by which 
the wives and daughters of the Trojans washed their 
splendid garments in the days of peace, before the coming 
of the Greeks) ; in one of those beautiful vallies, on a 
bold round-surfaced lawn, spotted with juniper, that 
opened itself in the bosom of an old wood, which rose 
with a steep, but not precipitous ascent, from the river to 
the summit of the hill, stood the castellated villa of a 
retired citizen. Ebenezer Mac Crotchet, Esquire, was the 
London-born offspring of a worthy native of the “ north 
countrie," who had walked up to London on a commercial 
adventure, with all his surplus capital, not very neatly tied 
up in a not very clean handkerchief, susirended over his 
shoulder from the end of a hooked stick, extracted from 
the first hedge on his pilgrimage; and who, after having 
worked himself a step or two up the ladder of life, had 
won the virgin heart of the only daughter of a highly re¬ 
spectable merchant of Duke’s Place, with whom he inhe¬ 
rited the honest fruits of a long series of ingenuous 
dealings. 
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Mr. Mac Crotchet had derived from his mother the in¬ 
stinct, and from liis father the rational principle, of en¬ 
riching himself at the expense of the rest of mankind, 
by all the recognised modes of accumulation on the windy 
side of the law. After passing many years in the alley, 
watching the turn of the market, and playing many games 
almost as desperate as that of the soldier of Lucullus*, 
the fear of losing what he had so righteously gained pre¬ 
dominated over the sacred thirst of paper-money ; his 
caution got the better of his instinct, or rather transferred 
it from the department of acquisition to tliat of conserva¬ 
tion. Ills friend, Mr. Ramsbottom, the zodiacal mytho- 
logist, told him that he had done well to withdraw from 
the region of Uranus or Brahma, the maker, to that of 
Saturn or Veeshnu, the preserver, before he fell under the 
eye of Jupiter or Seva, the destroyer, who might have 
struck him down at a blow. 

It is said, that a Scotchman returning home, after some 
years’ residence in England, being asked what he thought 
of the English, answered : “ They hanna ower muckle 
sense, hut they are an unco hraw ])eople to live ainang; ” 
which would he a very good story, if it were not rendered 
apocryphal, by the incredible circumstance of the Scotch¬ 
man going back. 

Mr. Mac Crotchet’s experience had given him a just 
title to make, in his own person, the last-quoted observa¬ 
tion, but he would have known better than to go back, 
even if himself, and not his father, had been the first 
comer of his line from the north. He had married an 
English Christian, and, having none of the Scotch accent, 
was ungracious enough to be ashamed of his blood. He 
was desirous to obliterate alike the Hebrew and Caledo¬ 
nian vestiges in his name, and signed himself E. M. Crot¬ 
chet, which by degrees induced the majority of his 
neighbours to think that his name was Edward Matthew. 
The more effectually to sink the Mac, he christened his 
villa ('rotchet Castle, and determined to hand down to 
posterity the honours of Crotchet of Crotchet. lie found 

*► liUrulU miles, &o. Htm. fvp. II. '2. DG. In Anna’s wars, a soldier poor 
and bold,” A'C.—.Porii’s JntUation. 
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it essential to his dignity to furnisli himself with a coat of 
arms, which, after the proper ceremonies (payment being 
the principal), he obtained, videlicet: Crest, a crotchet 
rampant, in A sharp; Arms, three empty bladders, tur- 
gescent, to show liow opinions are formed ; three bags of 
gold, pendent, to show why they are maintained ; three 
naked swords, tranchant, to shore how they are adminis¬ 
tered ; and three barbers’ blocks, gaspant, to show how 
they are swallowed. 

Mr. (irotebet was left a widower, with two children ; 
and, after the death of his wife, so strong was his sense of 
the blessed comfort she had been to him, that ho deter¬ 
mined never to give any other woman an opportunity of 
obliterating the happy recollection. 

He was not without a |)lausible pretence for styling his 
villa a castle, for, in its immediate vicinity, and within his 
own enclosed domain, were the manifest traces, on the 
brow of the hill, of a Human station, or cnsM/mii, which 
was still called the castle by the country people. The 
primitive mounds and trenches, merely overgrown with 
greensward, with a few jiatchcs of juniper and box on the 
vallum, and a solitary ancient beech surmounting the place 
of the pnetoriurn, presented nearly the same de]>ths, 
heights, slopes, and forms, which the Homan soldiers had 
originally given them, h'rom this castelliini Mr. Crotchet 
christened his villa. With his rustic neighbours he was 
of course iinmediaicly and necessarily a sejuire: Squire 
Crotchet of the castle; and he seemed to himself to settle 
down as naturally into an Knglish country gentleman, as if 
his parentage had been as innocent of both Scotland and 
Jerusalem, as his education was of Home and Athens. 

But as, though you expel nature with a pitchfork, she 
will yet always come back *; he could not become, like 
a true-born English squire, part and parcel of the 
barley-giving earth ; he could not find in game-bagging, 
poacher-shooting, trespasser-pounding, footpath-stopping, 
common-enclo.sing, rack-renting, and all the other liberal 
pursuits and pastimes which make a country gentleman an 
ornament to the world, and a blessing to the 'poor; he 
* Naturam cxpellas furc^, tamen usque recurret. — lloa. £p. 1. 10. 21. 
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could not find in these valuable and amiable occupjitions, 
and in a corresponding range of ideas, nearly commensu¬ 
rate witli that of the great Kin^i; Nebuchadnezzar, when 
he was turned out to grass; he could not find in this great 
variety of useful action, and vast field of comprehensive 
thought, modes of filling up his time that accorded with 
his Caledonian instinct. The inborn love of disputation, 
which the excitements and engagements of a life of 
business had smothered, burst forth through the calmer 
surface of a rural life. He grew as fain as (Japtain Jamy, 

“ to hear some airgument betwixt ony tway ; ” and being 
very hospitable in his establishment, and liberal in his in¬ 
vitations, a numerous detachment from the advanced guard 
of the “ march of intellect,” often marched down to 
Crotchet Castle. 

When the fashionable season filled London with exhi¬ 
bitors of all descriptions, lecturers and else, Mr. Crotchet 
was in his glory ; for, in addition to the perennial literati 
of the metropolis, he had the advantage of the visits of a 
number of hardy annuals, chiefly from the north, who, as 
the interval of their metropolitan flowering allowed, occa¬ 
sionally accompanied their London brethren in excursions 
to Crotchet Castle. 

Amongst other things, he took very naturally to political 
economy, read all the books on the subject which were put 
forth by his own comftrymen, attended all lectures thereon, 
and boxed the technology of the sublime science as expertly 
as an able seaman boxes the compass. 

With this agreeable mania he had the satisfaction of 
biting his son, the hope of his name and race, who had 
borne off" from tlxford the highest academical honours; and 
who, treading in his father’s footsteps to honour and for¬ 
tune, had, hy means of a portion of the old gentleman’s 
surplus capital, made himself a junior partner in the emi¬ 
nent loan.jobbing firm of Catchflat and Company. Here, 
in the days of paper prosperity, he applied his science- 
illumined genius to the blowing of bubbles, the bursting of 
which sent many a poor devil to the jail, the workhouse, or 
the bottom of the river, but left young Crotchet rolling in 
riches. 
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These riches he had been on the point of doubling, by a 
marriage with the daugliter of Mr. Touchandgo, the great 
banker, when, one foggy, morning, Mr. Touchandgo and 
the contents of his till were suddenly reported absent ; and 
as the fortune which the young gentleman had intended to 
marry was not forthcoming, this tender affair of the heart 
was nipped in the bud. 

Miss Touchandgo did not meet the shock of_^ separation 
quite so complacently as the young gentleman ; for he lost 
only the lady, whereas she lost a fortune as well as a lover. 
Some jewels, which had glittered on her beautiful person 
as brilliantly as the bubble of her father’s wealth had done 
in the eyes of his gudgeons, furnished Iter with a small 
])ortion of paper currency ; and this, added to the contents 
of a fairy purse of gold, which she found in her shoe on 
the eventful morning when Mr. Touchandgo melted into 
thin air, enabled her to retreat into North Wales, where 
she took up her lodging in a farm-house in Merionethshire, 
and boarded very comfortably for a trifling payment, and 
tile additional consideration of teaching English, French, 
and music to the little A])-Llyinry’s. In the course of 
this occupation, she acquired sufficient knowledge of IFelsh 
to converse with the country people. 

She climbed the mountains, and descended the dingles, 
with a foot which daily habit made by degrees almost as 
steady as a native’s. She became the. nymph of the scene ; 
and if she sometimes pined in thought for her faithless 
Strephon, her melancholy was any thing but green and 
yellow ; it was as genuine white and red as occupation, 
mountain air, thyme-fed mutton, thick cream, and fat 
bacon, could make it: to say nothing of an occasional glass 
of double X, which Ap-Llymry*, who yielded to no man 
west of the Wrekin in brewage, never failed to press Ufion 
her at dinner and supper. He was also earnest, and some¬ 
times successful, in the recommendation of his mead, and 
most pertinacious on winter nights in enforcing a trial of 
the virtues of his elder wine. The young lady’s personal 
appearance, consequently, formed a very advantageous con. 
trast to that of her quondam lover, whose physiognomy 

• Llymry. Anglicu Buuimcrjr, 
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the intense aflxieties of his bubble-blowing days, notwith¬ 
standing their triumphant result, had left blighted, sal¬ 
lowed, and crow’s-footed, to a degree not far below that of 
the fallen spirit who, in the expressive language of German 
romance, is described as “ scathed by the ineradicable 
traces of the thunderbolts of Heaven;” so that, contem¬ 
plating their relative geological positions, the poor deserted 
damsel was flourishing on slate, while her rich and false 
young knight was pining on chalk. 

Squire Grotchet had also one daughter, whom he had 
christened Lemma, and who, as likely to be endowed with 
a very ample fortune, was, of course, an object very tempt¬ 
ing to many young soldiers Of fortune, who were marching 
with the march of mind, in a good condition for taking 
castles, as far as not having a groat is a qualifleation for 
such exploits.* She was also a glittering bait to divers 
young squires expectant (whose fathers were too well ac¬ 
quainted with the occult signification of mortgage), and 
even to one or two sprigs of nobility, who thought that the 
lining of a civic purse would superinduce a very passable 
factitious nap upon a threadbare title. The young lady 
had received an expensive and complicated education; 
conqdete in all the elements of superficial display. She 
was thus eminently qualified to be the companion of any 
masculin! luminary who had kept due pace with the 
“ astounding progress” of intelligence. It must be con¬ 
fessed, that a man who has not kept due pace with it is 
not very easily found; this march being one of that 
“ astounding” character in which it seems imjiossible that 
the rear can be behind the van. The young lady was also 
tolerably good-looking: north of Tweed, or in Palestine, 
she would probably have been a beauty; but for the vallies 
of the Thames, she was perhaps a little too much to the 
taste of Solomon, and had a nose which rather too promin¬ 
ently suggested the idea of the tower of Lebanon, which 
looked towards Damascus. 

In a village in the vicinity of the castle was the vicar¬ 
age of the Reverend Doctor Folliott, a gentleman endowed 
with a tolerable stock of learning, an interminable swallow, 

• Lei him take castles who has neVr a groat.”—P ope, ubisupra.^ 
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and an indefatigable pair of lungs. His pie-eminence in 
the latter faculty gave occasion to some etymologists to 
ring changes on his name, and to decide that it was de¬ 
rived from Follis Optimus, softened through an Italian* 
medium into Kolle Ottimo, contracted poetically into Kol- 
leptto, and elided Anglice into Folliott, signifying a first- 
rate pair of bellows. He claimed to be descended lineally 
from the illustrious (iilbert Folliott, the eminent theo¬ 
logian, who was a- bishop of London in the twelfth cen¬ 
tury, whose studies were interrupted in the dead of night 
by the devil ; when a couple of epigrams passed between 
them ;• and the devil, of course, proved the smaller wit of 
the two.* 

'I'his reverend gentlem.aii, being both learned and jolly, 
became by degrees an indis]icnsahle ornament to the new 
squire’s table. Mr. (Irotchet himself was eminently jolly, 
though by no means eminently learned. In the latter re¬ 
spect he took after the great majority of the sons of his 
father’s land ; had a smattering of many things, and a 
knowledge of none ; but ]>ossessed the true northern art of 
making the most of his intellectual harlequin’s jacket, by 
keeping the best patches always bright and prominent. 

* The devil began : (he had caught the bishop musing on polities.) 

0!i GUhertc Folliott! 

Diiiii rcvolvis tot ot tot, 

Deu't ttJU8 otit Astarot. 

Oh (iilbort J'olliott! 

While thus you muse and plot, 

Vuur god lb Astarut. 

j'ho bishop answered: 

Taco» daimon : <|ui o.st dt*us 
.Sahl/Hot, Cbt ille ineus. 

Pe.n'e, fiond ; the* power I own 
Is Sabbuoth’s Lord alone. 

It must be confessed, the ilevi! was easily posed m the twelfth century. Ife 
was a sturdier ^disputant in the bixteenth. , 

Did not the devil appear to Martin 
Luther in Germany for certain ? 

when “ the heroic student,” as Mr. Coleridge calls him, was forced to proceed 
to ** votes dr.faif." The curious may see at thib day, on the wall of J.uthcr’i 
study, the traces of the ink.bottle which he threw at the devil’s head. 
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CHAPTER 11. 

THE MARCH OF MIND. 

Quoth Kalpho : nothing hut the abuse 
Of human learning you produce."-R utler. 

“ Gon bless my soul, sir ! ” exclaimed the Reverend Doctor 
Folliott, bursting, one fine May morning, into the break¬ 
fast-room at Crotchet C!astle, “ 1 am out of all patience 
with this march of mind. Here has my house been nearly 
burned down, by my cook taking it into her head to study 
hydrostatics, in a sixpenny tract, published by the Steam 
Intellect Society, and written by a learned friend who is 
for doing all the world’s business as well as his own, and 
is equally well qualified to handle every branch of human 
knowledge. I have a great abomination of this learned 
friend; as atithor, lawyer, and politician, he is trifurmis, 
like Hecate: and in every one of his tliree forms he is 
hifrons, like Janus ; the true Mr. Facing-both-ways of 
Vanity Fair. My cook must read his rubbish in bed ■, 
and as might naturally be expected, she dropped suddenly 
fast asleep, overturned the candle, and set the curtains in a 
blaze. Luckily, the footman went into the room at the 
moment, in time to tear down the curtains and throw them 
into the chimney, and a pitcher of water on her nightcap 
extinguished her wick : she is a greasy subject, and would 
have burned like a short mould.” 

The reverend gentleman exhaled his grievance without 
looking to the right or to the left; at length, turning on 
his pivot, he perceived that the room was full of company, 
consisting of young Crotchet and some visitors whom he 
had brought from London. 'I'he Reverend Doctor .Folliott 
was introduced to Mr. Mac Quedy*, the economist; Mr. 
Skionar t, the transcendental poet; Mr. Firedamp, the 

• Qiia'i Ma;* Q. E. D., 8on of a derncnst'ation. 
t ONAP. Vmbne wmnium. 
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meteorologist; and Lord Bossnowl, son of the Earl of 
Poolincourt, and member for the Iwrough of lloguein- 
grain. 

The divine took his seat at the breakfast-table, and be¬ 
gan to compose his sjdrits by the gentle sedative of a large 
cup of tea, the demulcent of a well-buttered muffin, and 
the tonic of a small lobster. 

. Tirn uuv. nn. pomjott. 

You are a man of taste, Mr. (rotchet. A man of taste 
is seen at once in the array of his breakfast-table. It is 
tlie foot of Hercules, the i'ar-sliining face of the great 
workaccording to I’indar’s <loctrine : a,^xotA.imv “fyov, irpoa- 
b>'K<iv ^i'ho breakfast is the •n^oau'jrctv 

of the great work of the day. Chocolate, cofiee, tea, 
cream, eggs, ham, tongue, cold fowl,— all these are good, 
and bespeak good knowledge in him tvho sets them forth : 
but the touchstone is lisht anchovy is the first step, prawns 
and shrimps the second ; and 1 laud him who riMchcs even 
to these: potted char and lamjireys are the third, and 
a fine stretch of progiession ; but lohstt-r is, indeed, matter 
for a May morning, and demands a rare combination of 
knowledge and virtue in him who sets it forth. 

Jilt. MAO otrnnv. 

\V\‘ll, sir, and what say you to a fiia»-fresh trout, hot 
•and <lry, in a napkin } or a herring out of the water into 
the frying pan, on the shore of Loch Pyne ? 

TiiK HEV. i>n. Foi.moTT. 

Sir, 1 say every nation has some exinnous virtue; and 
your (^mitry is pre-eminent in the glory of fish for break¬ 
fast. have much to learn from you in that line at 

any rate. 

~ Mil. MAC OUKnY. 

And in'feany others, sir, 1 believe. Morals and me¬ 
taphysics, [Mitics and political economy, the way to make 
tlte most of all the modifications of smokv ; steam, gas, 
and paper currency ; you have all these to learn from us ; 
in short, all the arts and sciences. We are the modern 
Athenians. 

• Far-fihining be the face 

Of a great work bcgun.^FiNo. OJ. vL 
U. 
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THE REV. HR. POLLIOTT. 

Ij for one, sir, am content to learn nothing from you 
but the art and science of fi.sh for, breakfast, lie content, 
sir, to rival the liopotians, whose redeeming virtue was in 
fish, touching which point you may consult Aristophanes 
and his scholiast, in the ])assage of Lysistrata, aXX’ a(ln\c 
ru^ and leave the name of Athenians to those 

who have a sense of the beautiful, and a perception of me¬ 
trical quantity. 

MR. MAC OUEHY. 

'riicn, sir, T pre.sume you set no value on the right prin¬ 
ciples of rent, profit, wages, and eurrency 

THE REV. 1)11. EOLLIOTT. 

My principles, sir, in these things are, to take as mueh 
as 1 can get, and to pay no more than I can help. These 
are every man’s prineijiles, ivhether they be the right prin¬ 
ciples or no. There, sir, is political economy in a nutshell. 

MR. MAC OUEDY. 

The principles, sir, which regulate production and con¬ 
sumption, are independent of the will of any individual as 
to giving or taking, and do not lie in»a nutshell by any 
means. 

THE REV. HR. FOLLlOTT. 

Sir, I will thank you for a leg of that capon. 

LORD BOSSNOWL. 

But, sir, by the by, how came your footman to be going 
into your cook’s room ? It was very providential to bo 
sure, but- 

THE REV. HR. EOLLIOTT. 

Sir, as good came of it, I shut my eyes, and asked no 
questions. 1 suppose he was going to study hydrostatics, 
and he found himself under the necessity of practising 
hydraulics. 

MR. EIREHAMP. 

Sir, you seem to make very light of science. 

THE REV. HR. EOLLIOTT. 

Yes, sir, such science as the learned friend deals in : 

• Calonire wishes dc-ttruction to all Boeotians. Lysistrata answers^ Except 
the ccU, '* Lysistrataf iJU. 
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every thing for every body, science for all, schools for all, 
rhetoric for all, law for all, physic for all, yords for all, 
and sense for none. I, say, sir, law for lawyers, and 
cookery for cooks : and 1 wish the learned friend, for all 
his life, a cook that will ])ass Iier time in studying his 
works ; then every dinner he sits down to at home, he will 
sit on the stool of reitentance. 

i.oiii> nossxowL. 

Now really that would be too severe : my cook should 
read nothing but Ihle. 

* THE REV. nit. EOI.I.IOTT. 

No, sir ! let I’de and the learned friend singe fowls to- 
gethei ; let both avatinl from my kitchen. d’ hiOea-Oc 

* Ihie says an elegant supper may be given 
witli sandwiches. Horrexcu ri’j'vrnm. An elegant sup¬ 
per! l)i mi'liom No I'de for me. t'onviviality 

went out with jmnch and supjiers. 1 cherish their me¬ 
mory. 1 sup when 1 can, but not ujion sandwiches. To 
offer me a sandwich, when 1 am looking for a supper, is 
to add insult to injury. Let the learned friend, and the mo- 
tlcrn Athenians, sup ujion sandwiches. 

MU. MAO OUEDV. 

Nay, sir ; the modern Athenians know better than that. 
A literary sui>per in sweet Edinbroo' would cure you of 
the prejudice you seem to cherish against us. 

THE KEV. I)H. EOI.I.IOTT. 

Well, sir, well ; tiiere is cogency in a good supper; a 
good supper, in these degenerate days, bespeaks a good 
man; but much more is wanted to make up an Atlienian. 
Athenians', indeed ! where is your theatre ? who among 
you has written a comedy? where is your attic salt.^ 
which of you can tell who was Jupiter’s greatgrandfather.^ 
or what metres will successively remain, if you take off 
the three first syllables, one by one, from a pure anti- 
spastic acatalectic tetrameter ? Now, sir, there are three 
questions for you ; theatrical, mythological, and metrical; 

* ** Shut Iho doors aiiiainst the profane.’* Oepuica, passim. 

1 ) 
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to every one of whicli an Athenian would give an answer 
that would lay me prostrate in my own nothingness. 

MR. MAC (iUEOY. 

Well, sir, as to your metre and your mythology, they 
may e’en wait a wee. Kor your comedy, there is the 
Gentle Shepherd of tlic divine Allan Ramsay. 

THE REV. I>11. FOLEIOTT. 

'Phe Gentle Shepherd! It is just as much a comedy as 
the book of .lob. 

MR. MAC QI’EnV. 

"Well, sir, if none of us have written a eoincily, 1 cannot 
see that it is any such great matter, any more than 1 can 
conjecture what business a man can have at this time of 
day with Jupiter’s great grandfather. 

THE REV. OR. EOI.LIOTT. 

The great business is, sir, that you call yourselves 
Athenians, while you know nothing that the Athenians 
thought worth knowing, and dare not show your noses be¬ 
fore the civilised world in the |>ractice of .any one art in 
which they were excellent. Modern Athens, sir! the 
assumption is a jiersonal aflrout to every man who has 
a Sophocles in his library. 1 will thank you for an 
anchovy. 

AtR. MAC (il'EllY. 

Metaphysics, sir; metaphysics. Logic and moral phi¬ 
losophy. 'J'herc we are at home. 'I'he Athenians only 
sought the way, and we have found it; ami to all this we 
have added political economy, the science of sciences. 

THE REV. JIR. EOLLIOTT, 

A hyperbarbarous technology, that no Athenian ear 
could have borne. I’remises assumed without evidence, 
or in spite of it; and conclusions drawn from them so 
logically, that they must necessarily be erroneous. 

MR. SKlOtVAR. 

I cannot agree with you, Mr. Mac Quedy, that you 
have found tlte true road of metaphysics, which the 
Athenians only sought. The Germans have found it, sir: 
the sublime Kant, and his disciples. 
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MR. MAC QlIEDY. 

I have read the sublime Kant, sir, with an anxious 
desire to understand him ; and I confess 1 have not sue- 
ceedcd. 

THE llEV. nn. POEI-IOTT. 

He wants the two great requisites of head and tail. 

Mil. SKIONAH. 

Transcendentalism is the philosophy of intuition, tlie 
ilcvclopment of universal convictions ; truths which are 
inherent in the organisation of mind, which cannot be 
obliterated, thotigh they may he obscured, by superstitious 
jirejudice on the one hand, and by the Aristotelian logic 
on the other. 

MU. MA<; «1 ET)Y. 

WT-ll, sir, 1 have no notion of logic obscuring a 
question. 

MU. SKTONAH. 

There is only one true logic, which is the transcen¬ 
dental ; and this can jirovc only the one true philo.sophy, 
which is also the transcendental. The logic of your mo¬ 
dern Athens can prove every thing equally ; and that is, 
in my opinion, tantamount to proving nothing at all. 

MU. cuorciiET. 

The sentimental against the rational, the intuitive 
against the inductive, the ornamental against the useful, 
the intense against the tranquil, the romantic against the 
classical; these are great and interesting controversies, 
which I should like, before I die, to see satisfactorily 
settled. 

Mn. FIlfEDA.MP. 

There is another great question, greater than all these, 
seeing that it is necessary to be alive in order to settle any 
question ; and this is the question of water against human 
woe. Wherever there is water, there is malaria, and 
wherever there is malaria, there are the elements of death. 
The great object of a w'ise man should be to live on a 
gravelly hill, without so much as a duck-pond within ten 
miles of him, eschewing cisterns and water-butts, and 
u 3 
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taking care that there be no gravel-pits for lodging the 
rain. The sun sucks up infection from water, wherever 
it exists on the face of the earth. 

THE IIKV. I)R. FOI.LIOTT. 

Well, sir, you have for you the authority of the ancient 
mystagogue, who said : "Eo-tiv SSu’p ipvxf Sidvaroq.* For my 
pan 1 care not a rush (or any other aquatic and inesculent 
vegetable) who or what sucks up either the water or the 
infection. 1 think the proximity of wine a matter of 
much more importance than the longinquity of water. 
You are here within a quarter of a mile of the 'I’hames ; 
but in the cellar of iny friend, Mr. Crotchet, there is the 
talismanic antidote of a thousand dozen of old wine; a 
beautiful spectacle, 1 assure you, ant} a model of arrange¬ 
ment. 

Jin. eiubdamp. 

Sir, 1 feel the malignant influence of the river in every 
jiarl of my system. Notliing but my great friendship for 
Mr. Crotchet woidd have brought me so nearly within thir 
jaws of the lion. 

the KEV. on. FOI.LIO’l'T. 

After dinner, sir, after dimier, I will meet you on this 
quesfion. 1 shall then Ire armed for the .strife. You may 
light like Hercules against Achclous, but I shall flourisli 
the Bacchic thyrsus, which changed rivers into wine : as 
Nonuus sweetly sings, Oli'y •/tr/waTo'evTt jWsXaj y.iXdpv'<^ty 

Jin. cnoTCUET, jun. 

•1 hope, Mr. Firedamp, you will let your friendship 
carry you a little closer into the jaws of the lion. I am 
fitting up a flotilla of pleasure boats, with spacious ca¬ 
bins, and a good cellar, to carry a choice philo.sophical 
party up the Thames and Severn, into the Kllcsmere canal, 
where we shall be among the mountains of North Wales; 
which we may climb or not, as we think proper; but Jve 
will, at any rate, keep our floating hotel well provisioned 

* laterally, which is sufficient for the present purpose, ** Water is death to 
the soul.” Ompuka : Fr. XIX. 

t Hydaspes gurgled, dark with billowy wine. Dionysiaca, XXV. 280. 
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and we will try to settle aU the questions over which a 
shadow of doubt yet hangs in the world of philosophy. 

MR. FIREDAMP. 

Out of my great friendship for you, 1 will certainly go ; 
but 1 do not expect to survive the experiment. 

THE REV. DR. FOLLIOTT. 

Alter crit turn Tipliyn, et uUera ijiui: mJmt Argo Detector 
lleroax* I will be of the party, though I must hire an 
officiating curate, and deprive poor Mrs. h'olliott, for se. 
veraj weeks, of the pleasure of combing my wig. 

lain I) nossNowL. 

I liope, if I am to be of the party, our ship is not to be 
the ship of fools: lie ! lie ! 

THE REV. DR. FOEiaOTT. 

If you are one of the party, sir, it most assuredly will 
not: Hal Ila .' 

1,01(1) ROSSNOWI,. 

Pray sir, what do you mean by Ila! Ila ! ? 

THE REV. DR. FOLJ.IOTT. 

Precisely, sir, what you mean by He ! He ! 

MR. MAC <JI EDY. 

You need not dispute about terms ; they are two modes 
of expressing merriment, with or without reason ; reason 
being in no way essential to mirth. No man should ask 
another why he lauglis, or at what, seeing that be does not 
always know, ami that, if he does, he is not a responsible 
agent. Laughter is an involuntary action of certain mus¬ 
cles, developed in the human species by the progress of 
civilisation. The savage never laughs. 

THE REV. DR. FOEI.IOTT. 

No, sir, he has nothing to laugh at. (live him Modern 
Athens, the “ learned friend,” and the Steam Intellect So¬ 
ciety. They will develope his muscles. 

* Another Tiphys on the waves ehaU float. 

And chosen heroes freight his glorious Ixiat.” , 

Vino. AW, IV- 



396 


CBOTCFIET CilSTLE* 


CHAPTER III. 

TIIK HOMAN CAMP. 

Hclovc«l liertnorp then seven ycrc. 

Yet wcis he of her love never the ncre; 

He was not ryche of f^oltle ami fe, 

A gentyU man forsoth was he. 

I'hc Squj/r of J,o\v Drgre. 

The Reverend Doctor Folliott liaving promised to return 
to dinner, walked back to bis vicarage, meditating whether 
he should pass the morning in writing bis next sermon, or 
in angling for trout, and had nearly decided in favour of 
the latter ]>roposition, re))eating to himself, with great unc- 
ion, the lines of (Ihaucer ; — 

Anrt as for me, thon}»h that T can hut litc. 

Oil hokis for to roiut I nie delite. 

Ami lo ’hem yeve 1 f.iilhe aiid full creileiiee. 

Ami iii mine iierti' have ’hem in reverence, 

So hertily, that there is KR»ne none, 

Tiiut fro my hokis makith me to gone, 
lUit if b<* sehlome, on the holie daie; 

Save certainly whan that the month of Maie 
Is enmin, amt I liere the foiilis sing, 

And that the lloiiris ginnin for to spring, 

' Farewell my boke ami my ilevocioii: 

when his attention was attracted by a young gentleman 
who was sitting on a camp stool with a portfolio on his 
kncCj taking a sketch of the Roman Camp, which, ,as has 
been already said, was within the enclosed domain of Mr. 
Crotchet. The young stranger, who had climbed over the 
fence, espying the portly divine, rose up, and hoped that 
he was not trespassing. “ By no means, sir,” said the 
divine; “ all the arts and sciences are welcome here: 
music, painting, and poetry; hydrostatics, and political 
economy ; meteorology, transcendentalism, and fish for 
breakfast.” 


THE STRANOEB. 

A pleasant association, sir, and a liberal and discrimin¬ 
ating hospitality. This is an old British camp, I believe, 
sir.^ 
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THE REV. DR. POLMOTT. 

Roman, sir; Roman: undeniably Roman. The vallum 
is past controversy. It was not a camp, sir, a castrum, 
but a rastetlum, a little camp, or watcli-station to which 
was attached, on the peak of the adjacent hill, a beacon for 
transmitting; alarms. You will find such here and there, 
all along the range of chalk hills, which traverses the coun¬ 
try from north-east to south-west, and along the base of 
which runs the ancient Ikenild road, whereof you may 
descry a portion in that long strait white line. 

THE STRANOER. 

I beg your pardon, sir : do I understand this j)laco to 
be your property ; 

THE REV. DR. EOLEIOTT. 

It is not mine, sir : the more is the pity ; yet is it so 
far well, tliat the owner is my good friend, and a highly 
respectable gentleman. 

THE STRANOER. 

Good and respectable, sii', I take it, mean rich ? 

THE REV. nn. EOI.rjOTT. 

That is their meaning, sir. 

THE STRANOER. 

I understand the owner to be a Mr. Crotchet. He has 
a handsome daughter, 1 am told. 

THE REV. DR. EOI.EIOTT. 

He has, sir. Her eyes are like the fishpools of Hesh- 
bon, by the gate of Bethrabbim ; and she is to have a 
handsome fortune, to which divers disinterested gentlemen 
arc payiivg their addresses. Terhaps you design to be one 
of them. 

THE STRANGER. 

No, sir; 1 beg ])ardon if my questions seem impertin¬ 
ent ; T have no such design. There is a son, too, I be¬ 
lieve, sir, a great and successful blower of bubbles. 

THE REV. DR. POIXIOTT. 

A hero, sir, in his line. Never did angler in 'September 
hook more gudgeons. 
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THE STRANGER. 

To say the truth, two very amiable young people, with 
whom I have some little acquaintance. Lord llossnowl, and 
his sister, Lady Clarinda, are reported to be on the point 
of concluding a double marriage with Miss Crotchet and 
her brother, by way of putitng a new varnish on old no¬ 
bility. Lord Foolincourt, their father, is terribly poor for a 
lord who owns a borough. 

THE REV. DR. EOI.LIOTT. 

Well, sir, the Crotchets have plenty of money, and the 
old gentleman’s weak point is a hankering after high blood. 
I saw your acquaintance Lord Bossnowl this morning ; 
but 1 did not see his sister. She may be there, neverthe¬ 
less, and doing fashionable justice to this line May morn¬ 
ing, by lying in bed till noon. 

THE STRANGER. 

Young Mr. Crotchet, sir, has been, like his father, the 
.architect of his own fortune, has he not ? An illustrious 
example of the reward of honesty and industry ? 

THE REV. DR. EOLLIOTT. 

As to honesty, sir, he made his fortune in the city of 
London ; and if that commodity be of any value there, you 
will Sind it in the ]>rice current. I believe it is below ])ar, 
like the shares of young Crotchet’s fifty companies. But 
his progress has not been exactly like his father’s: it has 
been more rapid, and he started with more advantages. 
He Ix'gan with a fine capital from his father. The old 
gentleman divided his fortune into three not exactly equal 
portions: one for himself, one for his daugliter, and one 
for his son, which he handed over to him, saying, Take 
it once for idl, and make the most of it ; if you lose it 
where 1 won it, not another stiver do you get from me 
during my life.” But, sir, young Crotchet doubled, and 
trebled, and quadrupled it, anil is, as you say, a striking 
example of the reward of industry ; not that I think his 
labour has been so great as his luck. 

THE STRANGER. 

But, sir, is all this solid ? is there no danger of reaction ? 
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no ilay of reckoning, to cut down in an hour prosperity 
that has grown up like a mushroom ? 

THE UEV. I)H. FOIJilOTT. 

Nay, sir, 1 know not. I do not pry into these matters. 
1 am, for my own part, very well satisfied with the young 
gentleman. Let those who are not so look to themsiJves. 
It is quite enough for me that he came down last night 
from London, and that he had the good sense to bring 
with hitn a basket of lobsters. Sir, I wish you a good 
morning. 

TBe stranger, having returned die reverend gentleman’s 
good morning, resumed his sketch, and was intently em¬ 
ployed on it when Mr. (irotchet made his appearance, with 
Mr. Mac Quedy and Mr. Skionar, whom he was escorting 
round his grounds, according to his custom with new 
visitors ; the principal pleasure of possessing an extensive 
domain being that of showing it to other people. Mr. 
Mac Quedy, according also to the laudable custom of his 
countrymen, had been appraising every thing that fell 
under his observation; but, on arriving at the Roman 
camp, of which the value was purely imaginary, he con¬ 
tented himself with exclaiming, “ Kh ! this is just a 
curiosity, and very pleasant to sit in on a summer day.” 

Mil. skio.vah. 

And call up the days of old, wlien the Roman eagle 
spread its wings in the jilace of that bcechen foliage. It 
gives a fine idea of duration, to think that that fine old 
tree must have sjirung from the earth ages after this camp 
was formed. 

MH. MAC oennv. 

I low old, think you, may the tree he? 

MU. CUOTCriET. 

I have records which show it to be three hundred years 
old. 

MB. MAC QUEDY, 

That is a great age for a beech in good condition. Hut 
you see the camp is some fifteen hundred years, or so, 
older ; and three times six being eighteen, 1 think you get 
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a clearer idea of duration out of the simple arithmetic than 
out of your eagle and foliage. 

MR. SKIONAR. 

That is a very unpoetical, if not unplulosophicalj mode 
of viewing antiquities. Your philosophy is too litoral for 
our imperfect vision. \Ye cannot look directly into the 
nature of things ; we can only catch glimpses of the mighty 
shadow in the camera obscura of transcendental intelli¬ 
gence. These six and oighten are only words to which we 
give conventional meanings. We can reason, but we can¬ 
not feel, by help of them. The tree and the eagle, con¬ 
templated in the ideality of space and time, become 
subjective realities, that rise up as landmarks in the mys¬ 
tery of the past. 

MU. MAC QCEnV. 

Well, sir, if you understand that, 1 wish you joy. But 
I must be excused for holding that my proposition, three 
times six arc eighteen, is more intelligible than yours. A 
worthy friend of mine, who is a sort of amateur in ydiilo- 
sophy, criticism, politics, and a wee bit of many things 
more, say.s, “ Men never hegin to study antiquities till 
they are saturated with civilisation.”* 

Mil. SKIONAR. 

What is civilisation ? 

MR. MAC QVEDY. 

Ifis just respect for property: a state in which no man 
takes wrongfully what belongs to another, is a perfectly 
civilised state. 

MR. SKIONAR. 

Your friend’s antiquaries must have lived in <E1 Dorado, 
to have had an opportunity of being saturated with such a 
state. 

MR. MAC QVEOT. 

It is a question of degree. There is more respect for 
property here than in Angola. 

MR. SKIONAR. 

That depends on the light in which things are viewed. 

* Edinburgh Review, somewhere. 
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Mr. Crotchet was rubbing liis haiuls, in hopes of a fine 
rliscussion, when they came round to the side of the camp 
where the picturesque gentleman was sketching. 'I'he 
stranger was rising up, when Mr. Crotchet begged liim not 
to disturb himself, and pre.sently walked away with his two 
guest.s. 

Shortly after Miss Crotchet and Lady Clarinda, who 
had breakfasted by themselves, made their apitearance at 
the same s])ot, hanging each on an arm of Lonl Hossnowl, 
who very much preferred their company to that of the 
philosojdiers, though he would have preferred the company 
of the*latter, or any company, to his own. He thought it 
very singular that so agreeable a i)erson as he held himself 
to be to others, should be so exceedingly tiresome to him¬ 
self : he did not attempt to investigate the cause of this 
jdienomenon, but was contented with acting on his know- 
leilge of the fact, and giving himself as little of his own 
private society as possible. 

The stranger rose as they approached, and was imme¬ 
diately recognised by the Uossnowls as an old acquaintance, 
and saluted with the exclamation of “('a])tain l>'it7.chrome ! ’’ 
The interchange of sidutation between Lady Clarinda and 
the t'ajitain was accoin])anied with an amiable confusion 
on both sides, in which the observant eyes of Miss Crotchet 
seemed to read the recollection of an aflair of the heart. 

Lord Hossnowl was either unconscious of any such 
affair, or indifferent to its existence. Hu introduced the 
('aptain very cordially to Miss Oolchet, and the young 
lady invited him, as the friend of their guests, to partake 
of her father’s hospitality; an offer which was readily 
accepted. 

The Captain took his portfolio under his right arm, his 
camp stool in bis right band, offered his left arm to Lady 
Clarinda, and followed at a reasonable distance behind 
Miss Crotchet and Lord Hossnowl, contriving, in the most 
atural manner possible, to drop more and more into the 
rear. 

l/ADY CLARINDA. 

I am glad to see you can make yourself so happy with 
drawing old trees and mounds of grass. 
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WAWAIN 

Happy, Lady Clarinda! ‘ob, no!’' How can I be happy 
when I see the idol of my heart About to be sacrificed on 
the shrine of Mammon ? • ■ 

LADY CLARINDA. 

Do you know, though Mammon has a sort of Ul name, 
I really think he is a very popular character; there must 
be at the bottom something amiable about him. He is 
certainly one of those pleasant creatures whom every body 
abuses, but without whom no evening party is endurable. 
I dare say, love in a cottage is very pleasant; but then it 
positively must be a cottage ornee: but would not the 
same love be a great deal safer in a castle, even if Mam¬ 
mon furnished the fortification ? 

CAPTAIN PITZOHROME. 

Oh, Lady Clarinda! there is a heartlessness in that 
language that chills me to the soul. 

LAnV CLARINDA. 

Ileartlcssncss ! No: my heart is on my lips. I speak 
just what I think. You used to like it, and say it was as 
delightful as it was rare. 

CAPTAIN I’lTZCIlROMV.. 

True, but you did not tlien talk as you do now, of love 
in a castle. 

LADY CLARINDA. 

Well, but only consider: a dun is a horridly vulgar 
creature ; it is a creature 1 cannot endure the thought of : 
and a cottage lets him in so easily. Now a castle keeps 
him at bay. You are a lialf-pay officer, and are at leisure 
to command the garrison: but where is the cttfetle and 
who is to furnish the commissariat ? 

CAPTAIN FITZCIIROME. 

Is it come to this, that you make a jest of my poverty ? 
Yet is my poverty only comparative. Many decent families 
are maintained on smaller means. 

LADY CLARINDA. 

Decent families: aye, decent is the distinction from re- 
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spectable. Kbspectabk meana rich, {u^d decent means 
poor. I should die if I heard my family called decent. 
And then your, decent, family always lives in a snug litde 
place: I hate a little' placef like large rooms and large 
looking-glasses, and large parties, and a fine large butler, 
with a tinge of smooth red in his face; an outward and 
visible sign that the family he serves is respectable; if 
not noble, highly respectable. 

CAPTAIN ITTZCHhOME. 

I cannot believe that you say all this in earnest. No 
man is less disposed than I am to deny the importance of 
the substantial comforts of life. I once flattered myself 
that in our estimate of these things we were nearly of a 
mind. 

I.AOY el.AKTNKA. 

Do you know, 1 think an opera-box a very substantial 
comfort, and a carriage. Vou will tell me that many 
decent people walk arm in arm through the snow, and sit 
in clogs and bonnets in the pit at the English theatre. 
No doubt it is very pleasant to those who are used to it; 
but it is not to my taste. 

CAPTAIN PIT/,CHROME. 

You always delighted in trying to provoke me; but 1 
cannot believe that you have not a lieart. 

I.ADY CI.ABINnA. 

You do not like to believe that I have a heart, you 
mean. You wi.sh to think 1 have lost it, and you know 
to whom ; and when I tell you that it is still .safe in ray 
own keeping, and that I do not mean to give it away, the 
unreasonable creature grows angry. 

CAI-TAIN PTTZOIIBOME. 

Angry ! far from it: 1 am perfectly cool. 

EADY Cr.AHlNDA. 

\Yliy you are pursing your brows, biting your lips, and 
lifting up your foot as if you would stamp it into the 
earth. 1 must say anger becomes you; you would make 
a charming Hotspur. Your every-day-dining.out face is 
rather insipid: but I assure you my heart is in danger 
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when you are in the heroics. It is so rare, too, in these 
days of smooth manners, to see any thing like natural ex¬ 
pression in a man’s face. There is one set form for every 
man’s face in female society; a sort of serious comedy, 
walking gentleman’s face: but the moment the creature 
falls in love, he begins to give himself airs, and plays off 
all the varieties of his physiognomy, from the Master 
Slender to the I’etruchio; and then he is actually very 
amusing. 

CAPTAIN ITTZOIIROME. 

Well, Lady Clarinda, 1 will not he angry, amusing as 
it may be to you: 1 listen more in sorrow than in anger. 
1 half believe you in earnest, and mourn as over a fallen 
angel. 

LADY ClAItlNDA. 

What, because 1 have made up my mind not to give 
away my heart when I can sell it? I will introduce you 
to my new acquaintance, IMr. Mac Quedy : he will talk to 
you by the hour about exchangeable value, ami show you 
that no rational being will part with any thing, except to 
the highest biilder. 

CAPTAIN vrrzciiiioME. 

Now, I am sure you arc not in earnest. I’ou cannot 
adopt such sentiments in their naked deformity. 

l.ADY CLAllINnA. 

Naked deformity: why Mr. Mae Quedy will jirove to 
you that they are the cream of the most refined philosophy. 
Y ou live a very pleasant life as a bachelor, roving about 
the country with your portfolio under your arm. 1 am 
not fit to be a poor man’s wife. I cannot take any kind of 
trouble, or do any one thing that is of any use. Many 
decent families roast a bit of mutton on a string ; but if 
I displease my father I shall not have as much as will buy 
the string, to say nothing of the meat; and the bare idea 
of such cookery gives me the horrors. 

By this time they were near the castle, and met Miss 
Crotchet and her companion, who had turned back to 
meet ihera., Captain Fitzchrome was shortly after heartily 
welcomed by Mr. Crotchet, and the party separated to 
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dress for dinner, the captain being by no means in an en¬ 
viable state of mind, and full of misgivings as to the 
extent of belief that he was bound to accord to the words 
of the lady of his heart. 


CHAPTER IV. 

THE PARTY. 


ECn quoi cognoiaspz.vouij la fulic aiiticquc? Kii (|Uoi cognoissez-vous la 
sagesse pr^'seiite ? — Kabki.ais. 

“ If 1 were sketching a bandit who had just shot his 
last pursuer, having outrun all the rest, that is the very 
face I w'ould give him,” soliloquised the captain, as he 
studied the features of his rival in the drawing-room, 
during the miserable half-hour before dinner, when 
dulness reigns predominant over the expectant com¬ 
pany, especially when they are waiting for some one last 
comer, whom they all heartily curse in their hearts, and 
whom, nevertheless, or indeed thereforc-lhe-more, they 
welcome as a sinner, more heartily than all the just ])er- 
sons who had been punctual to their engagement. Some 
new visitors had arrived in the morning, and, as the com¬ 
pany dropped in one by one, the captain anxiously watched 
the unclosing door for the form of his helovcil; but she 
was the last to make her appearance, and on her entry gave 
him a malicious glance, which he construed into a tele¬ 
graphic communication that she had stayed away to tor¬ 
ment him. Young Crotchet escorted her with marked 
attention to the upper end of the drawing-room, where a 
great portion of the company was congregated around Miss 
Crotchet. These being the only ladies in the company, it 
was evident that old Mr. Crotchet would give his arm to 
Lady Clarinda, an arrangement with which the captain coiild 
not interfere. He therefore took his station near the door, 
studying his rival from a distance, and determined to take 
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advantage of his present position, to secure the seat next 
to his ciiarmer. He was meditating on the best mode of 
operation for securing this important post with due regard 
to hknueanre, when he was twitched by the button by Mr. 
Mac Quedy, who said to him : “ Lady Clarinda tells me, 
sir, that you are anxious to talk with me on the subject of 
exchangeable value, from which I infer that you have stu¬ 
died political economy ; and as a great deal dc|)ends on the 
definition of value, 1 shall be glad to set you right on that 
point.” — “ 1 am much obliged to you, sir,” said the cap¬ 
tain, aiid was about to express his utter disqualification 
for the proposed instruction, when Mr. Skionar walked up, 
and said : “ Lady (llarinda informs me that you wish to 
talk over with me the question of subjective reality. I 
am delighted to fall in with a gentleman who duly appre¬ 
ciates the transcendental philosophy.” — “ Lady Clarinda 
is too good,” said the captain ; and was about to protest 
that he bad never heard the word transcendental before, 
when the butler announced dinner. Mr. (Crotchet led the 
way with Lady Clarinda : Lord Bossnowl followed with 
Miss Crotchet: the economist and transccndcntalist pinned 
in the captain, and held him, one by each arm, as he im¬ 
patiently descended the stairs in the rear of several others 
of the company, whom they had forced him to let pass ; 
but tile moment he entered the dining-room he broke loose 
from them, and at the expense of a little brmqmrie, se¬ 
cured his position. 

“ AVell, captain,” said Lady Clarinda, “ I perceive you 
can still inanu-uvre.” 

“ What could possess you,” said the captain, to send 
two unendurable and inconceivable bores, to intercept me 
with rubbish about which I neither know nor care'any more 
than the man in the moon ? ” 

“ Perhaps,” said Lady Clarinda, “ 1 saw your design, 
and wished to put your generalship to the test. But do 
not contradict any thing I have said about you, and see if 
the learned will find you out.” 

There is fine music, as Rabelais observes, in the 
r.liquftu d’lmiettes, a refreshing shade in the omlrre rfe mile 
a manger, and an elegant fragrance in the famee do roti," 
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said a voice at the captain’s elbow. The captain turning 
round, recognised his clerical friend of the morning, who 
knew him again immediately, and said he was extremely 
glad to meet him there ; more especially as Lady Clarinda 
had assured him that he was an enthusiastic lover of Greek 
poetry. 

“ Lady Clarinda,” said the captain, “ is a very pleasant 
young lady.” 

THE REV. DR. FOI.I.IOTT. 

So she is, sir: and I understand she has all the wit of 
the {amily to herself, whatever that toturn may be. But a 
glass of wine after soup is, as the French say, the wrre de 
Xante. The current of opinion sets in favour of Ilock: hut 
I am for Madeira; 1 do not fancy Hock till I have laid a 
•substratum of Madeira. Will you join uie ? 

CAPTAIN PITZOHROME. 

With pleasure. 

THE REV. DR. POIUOTT. 

Here is a very fine salmon before me: and May is the 
very point nommi'' to have salmon in perfection. 'There is 
a fine turbot close by, and there is much to be said in his 
behalf ; but salmon in May is the king of fish. 

MR. OROTOIIET. 

That salmon before you, doctor, was caught in the Thames 
this morning. 

THE REV. DR. EOI.I lOTT. 

naTtairai ! Rarity of rarities ! A Thames salmon caught 
this morning. Now, Mr. Mac Quedy, even in fish your 
Modern Athens must yield. Cedite Grnii. 

MR. MAC (JUEDV. 

Eh ! sir, on its own ground, your Thames salmon has 
two virtues over all others : first, that it is fresh ; and, se¬ 
cond, that it is rare ; for I understand you do not take half 
a dozen in a year, 

THE REV. DR. FOLWOTT. 

In some years, sir, not one. Mud, filth, gas dregs, lock- 
wiers, and the march of mind, developed in the form of 

X 2 
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poaching, have ruined the fishery. But when we do catch 
a salmon, happy the man to whom he falls. 

MK. MAC QUEDV. 

I confess, sir, this is excellent; but 1 cannot sec why it 
should be better than a Tweed salmon at Kelso. 

TUB RKV. DR. FOLLIOTT. 

Sir, I will take a glass of Hock with you. 

MR. MAC QUEDT. 

With all my heart, sir. There are several varieties of 
the salmon genus : but the common salmon, the xalmo salar, 
is only one species, one and the same every where, just like 
the human mind. Locality and education make all the 
difference. 

THE REV. nn. POLLIOTT. 

Education ! Well, sir, I have no doubt schools for all 
are just as fit for the species mlmo xalar as for he genus 
homo. But you must allow, that the specimen before us 
has finished his education in a manner that docs honour to 
his college. However, 1 doubt that the .'mlmo xalar is only 
one species, that is to say, precisely alike in all localities. 
1 hold that every river has its own breed, witli essential 
differences ; in flavour especially. And as for the human 
mind,' I deny that it is the same in all men. I hold that 
there is every variety of natural capacity from the idiot to 
Newton and Shakspeare; the mass of mankind, midway 
between these extremes, being blockheads of different de¬ 
grees ; education leaving them pretty nearly as it found 
them, with this single difference, that it gives a fixed di¬ 
rection to their stupidity, a sort of incurable wry neck to 
the thing they call their understanding. So one nose points 
always cast, and another always west, and each is ready to 
swear that it points due north. 

MR. CROTCHET. 

If that be the point of truth, very few intellectual nosea 
point dne north. 

MR. MAC QUEnV. 

Only those that point to the Modern Athens. 
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THE REV. DR. POLI.IOTT. 

■WTierc all native noses point soutliward. 

MR. MAC QUERY. 

Eh, sir, northward for wisdom, and southward for 
profit. 

MU. CROTCHET, JUN. 

Champagne, doctor? 

THE REV. DR. I'OI.I.IOTT. 

Most willingly. But you will permit my drinking it 
whil« it sparkles. 1 hold it a heresy to let it deaden in 
my hand, while the glass of my compotator is being filled 
on the opposite side of the table. By the bye, captain, you 
remember a passage in Athemeus, where be eites Menander 
on the subject of fish-sauce: otpccpio]/ eirl ixOi^oi- ( The. enp- 
tain v!(is aijhaat for <ni oiixwer that would satisfy both his 
nciyhhoiirs, when he urns relieved by the divine e.ontiuuiny.') 
The science of fish sauce, Mr. Mac Quedy, is by no means 
brought to perfection ; a fine field of discovery still lies 
open in that line. 

MR. MAC QUEDY. 

Nay, sir, beyond lobster sauce, 1 take it, ye cannot go. 

THE REV. DR. FOUI.IOTT. 

In their line, J grant you, oyster and lobster sauce are 
the pillars of Hercules. But J speak of the cruet sauces, 
where the ijuintessence of the sapid is condensed in a phial. 
I can taste in my mind’s palate a combination, which, if I 
could give it reality, I would christen with the name of my 
college, and hand it down to posterity as a seat of learning 
indeed. 


MR. MAC QUEDY. 

Well, sir, I wish you success, but 1 cannot let slip the 
question we started just now. I say, cutting oil' idiots, who 
have no minds at all, all minds are by nature alike. Edu¬ 
cation (which begins from their birth) makes them what 
they are. 

THE REV. DR. FOLUIOTT. 

No, sir, it makes their tendencies, not their j>ower. 

3 
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Ctcsar would have been the first wrestler on the village 
common. Education might have made him a Nadir Shah ; 
it might also have made him a Washington; it could not 
have made him a merry-andrew, for our newspapers to 
extol as a model of eloquence. 

MW. MAC Ql/EBY. 

Now, sir, I think education would have made him just 
any thing, and fit for any station, from the throne to the 
stocks; saint or sinner, aristocrat or democrat, judge, 
counsel, or prisoner at the bar. 

THE REV. nil. POULIOTT. 

I will thank you for a slice of lamb, with lemon and 
pepper. Before 1 proceed with this discussion,—Vin de 
Orave, Mr. Skionar,— I must interpose one remark. 
'I'here is a set of persons in your city, Mr. Mac Quedy, 
who concoct every three or four months a tiling which they 
call a review: a sort of sugar-plum manufacturers to the 
Whig aristocracy. 

MR. MAC OUEPY. 

I cannot tel], sir, exactly, what you mean by that; but 
I hope you will speak of those gentlemen with respect, 
seeing that I am one of them. 

THE REV. nil. EOLIjIOTT. 

Sir, 1 must drown my inadvertence in a glass of Sau- 
terne with you. There is a set of gentlemen in your 
city- 

MR. MAC IJCEnY. 

Not in our city, exactly ; neither are they a set. There 
is an editor, who forages for articles in all quarters, from 
.lohn O’Ciroat’s house to the Land’s End. Tt is not a 
hoard, or a society: it is a mere intellectual bazaar, where 
A., B., and C. bring their ware.s to market. 

THE REV. nn. FOUilOTT. 

Well, sir, these gentlemen among them, the present com¬ 
pany excepted, have practised as much dishonesty as, in 
any other dciiartment than literature, would have brought 
the practitioner under the cognisance of the police. In 
politics, they have run with the hare and hunted with the 
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hound. In criticism they have, knowingly and unblush- 
ingly, given false characters, both for good and for evil: 
sticking at no art of misrepresentation, to clear out of the 
field of literature all who stood in the way of the interests 
of their own clique. They have never allowed their own 
profound ignorance of any thing (Greek, for instance) to 
throw even an air of hesitation into their oracular decision 
on the matter. They set an example of profligate con¬ 
tempt for truth, of which the success was in proportion to 
the effrontery ; and when their prosperity had filled the 
market with competitors, they cried out against their own 
reflected sin, as if they had never committed it, or were 
entitled to a mono])oly of it. The latter, 1 rather think, 
was what they wanted. 

MR. CROTCHET. 

Hermitage, doctor ? 

THE REV. Dll. KOI.LIOTT. 

Nothing better, sir. The father who first chose the so¬ 
litude of that vineyard, knew well how to cultivate his 
spirit in retirement. Now, Mr. Mac Quedy, Achilles was 
distinguished above all the Greeks for his inflexible love of 
truth : could education have made Achilles one of your 
reviewers 


MR. MAC UCEDV. 

No doubt of it, even if your character of them were true 
to the letter 


THE REV. Dll. FOEI.IO'IT. 

And I say, sir— chicken and asparagus —Titan had 
made him of better clay.* I hold with I’iixlar : “ All 
that is most excellent is so by nature.” 'l"o St jiv'f KouTta-roi 
aTTav.f Kducation can give purposes, but not powers; 
and whatever purposes had been given him, he would have 
gone straight forward to them ; straight forward, Mr. Mac 
Quedy. 

MR. MAC QUEDY. 

No, sir, education makes the man, powers, purposes, and 
all. 


X 4 


* Juv. xiv, 35. 


t OI. ix. 152. 
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THE REV. BR. FOLLIOTT. 

There is the point, sir, on which we join issue. 

Several others of the company now chimed in with their 
opinions, which gave the divine an opportunity to degustate 
one or two side dishes, and to take a glass of wine with each 
of the young ladies. 


(TIAPTEll V. 

CHARACTERS. 

Av impute a houtc plus quo mediocre etre vu Kpeetateur ocieux de taut vail- 
luiis, disert^, et ctievalercu x per&oniKiiges. — Rarclaim. 

i.Anv CLARiNDA (to thf Captain). 

I imcLARE the creature has i)een listening to all this rig¬ 
marole, instead of attending to me. Do you ever expect 
forgiveness Hut now that they are all talking together, 
and you cannot make out a word they say, nor they hear a 
word that we say, I will describe the company to you. 
First, there is the old gentleman on iny left hand, at the 
head of the table, who is now leaning the other way to talk 
to my brother, lie is a good temi)ered, half-informed 
person, very unrciisonably fond of reasoning, and of reason¬ 
ing peo])lc ; j)eo]de that talk nonsense logically: he is fond 
of disputation himself, when there are only one or two, but 
seldom does more than listen in a large company of illu- 
miih'/i. lie made a great fortune in the city, and has the 
comfort of a gooil conscience. He is very hosjjitanle, and 
is generous in dinners; though nothing would induce him 
to give sixpence to the poor, because he holds that all mis¬ 
fortune is from imprudence, that none but the rich ought 
to marry, and that all ought to thrive by honest industry, 
as he did. lie is ambitious of founding a family, and of 
allying himself with nobility ; and is thus as willing as 
other grown children, to throw away thousands for a gew¬ 
gaw, though he would not part with a penny for charity. 
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Next to him is my brother, whom you know as well as I 
do. He has finished his education with credit, and as he 
never ventures to oppose me in any thing, I have no doubt 
he is very sensible. He has good manners, is a model of 
dress, and is reckoned ornamental in all societies. Next to 
him is Miss Crotchet, my sister-in-law that is to be. You 
see she is rather pretty, and very genteel. She is tolerably 
accomplished, has her table always covered with new novels, 
thinks Mr. Mac Quedy an oracle, and is extremely desirous 
to be called “ my lady.’’ Next to her is Mr. Firedamp, a 
very absurd person, who thinks that water is the evil prin¬ 
ciple. Next to him is Mr. Kavesdrop, a man who, by dint 
of a certain something like smartness, has got into good 
society. He is a sort of bookseller’s tool, and coins all his 
acquaintance in reminiscences and .sketches of character. 
I am very shy of him, for fear he should print me. 

CAPTAI.V I’lTZCHROME. 

If he print you in your own likeness, which is that of 
an angel, you need not fear him. If he print you in any 
other, I will cut his throat. Jlut proceed— 

LADY CLAniNpA. 

Next to him is Mr. Henbane, the toxicologist, I think 
he calls himself. He ha.® pas.sed half his life in studying 
poisons and antidotes. Tlie first thing he did on his arri¬ 
val here, was to kill the cat; and while Miss Crotchet was 
crying over her, he brought her to life again. 1 am more 
shy of him than the other. 

C.APTAIN ITTZCUIIOME. 

'Phey are two very dangerous fellows, and I shall take 
care to keep thetn both at a respectful distance. Let us 
hope that Kavesdrop will sketch ofi‘ Henbane, and that Hen. 
bane will poison him for his trouble. 

LADY CLAniNDA. 

Well, next to him sits Mr. Mac Quedy, the Modern 
Athenian, who lays doivn the law about every thing, and , 
therefore may be taken to understand every thing. He 
turns all the affairs of this world into questions of buying 
and selling. He is the Sjiirit of the Frozen Ocean to every 
thing like romance and sentiment. He condenses their 
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volume of steam into a drop of cold water in a moment. 
He has satisfied me that I am a commodity in the market, 
and that I ought to set myself at a high price. So you see 
he who would have me must bid for me. 

CAPTAIN PITZCHROME. 

1 shall discuss that point with Mr. Mac Quedy. 

LADY CLAUINDA. 

Not a word for your life. Our flirtation is our own 
secret. Let it remain so. 

CAPTAIN FITZOHBOME. 

Flirtation, Clarinda ! Is that all that the most ar¬ 
dent — 

LADY CLARINDA. 

Now, don’t be rhapsodical here. Next to Mr. Mac 
Quedy is Mr. Skionar, a' sort of poetical philosopher, a 
curious compound of the intense and the mystical. He abo¬ 
minates all the ideas of Mr. Mac Quedy, and settles every 
thing by sentiment and intuition. 

CAI>TAIN FITZCIIROME. 

Then, 1 say, be is the wiser man. 

LADY CLARINDA. 

Tbey are two oddities ; but a little of them is amu.sing, 
and 1 like to hear them dispute. So you see I am in train¬ 
ing for a philosopher myself. 

CAPTAIN FITZCIIROME. 

Any philosophy, for heaven’s sake, but the pound-shil- 
ling-and-pence philosophy of Mr. Mac Quedy. 

LADY CLARINDA. 

Why, they say that even Mr. Skionar, though he is a 
great dreamer, always dreams with his eyes open, or with 
one eye at any rate, which is an eye to his gain: but I be¬ 
lieve that in this respect the poor man has got an ill name 
by keeping bad company. He has two dear friends, Mr. 
Wilful Wontsee, and Mr. llumblesack Shantsee, poets of 
some note, who used to sec visions of Utopia, and pure 
republics beyond tbe 'Western deep : but finding that these 
1 Dorados brought them no revenue, they turned their 
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vision-seeing faculty into the more profitable channel of 
espying all sorts of virtues in the high and the mighty, 
who were able and willing to pay for the discovery. 

CAPTAIN FITZCimOME. 

1 do not fancy these virtue-spyers. 

I.ADY CLABINDA. 

Next to Mr. Skionar, sits Mr. Chainmail, a good-looking 
young gentleman, as you see, with very antiquated tastes. 
He is fond of old poetry, and is something of a poet him¬ 
self. , He is deep in monkish literature, and holds that the 
best state of society was that of the twelfth century, when 
nothing was going forward but fighting, feasting, and 
praying, which he says are the three great purpo.ses for 
which man was made. He laments bitterly over the in¬ 
ventions of gunpowder, steam, and gas, which he says have 
ruined the world. He lives within two or three miles, and 
has a large hall, adorned with rusty pikes, shields, helmets, 
swords, and tattered banners, and furnished with yew- 
tree chairs, and two long, old, worm-eaten oak tables, where 
he dines with all his household, after the fashion of his 
favourite age. He wants us all to dine with him, and 1 
believe wc shall go. 

CAPTAIN ITTZCIIBOJMR. 

That will be something new at any rate. 

T.AOY CI.AKlNnA. 

Next to him is Mr. Toogood, the co-operationist, who 
will have neither fighting nor praying,; but wants to jiar- 
cel out the world into squares like a chess-board, with a 
community on each, raising every thing for one another, 
with a great steam-engine to serve them in common for 
tailor and hosier, kitchen and cook. 

CAPTAIN FITZCHHOME. 

He is the strangest of the set, so far. 

I.AnV CI.ABINnA. 

This brings us to the bottom of the table, where sits my 
humble servant, Mr. Crotchet the younger. 1 -ought not 
to describe him. 
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CAPTAIN FITZCHROME. 

I entreat you do. 

LADY CLARINDA. 

Wcllj I really have very little to say in his favour. 

CAPTAIN FITZCHROHE. 

I do not wish to hear any thing in his favour; and I 
rejoice to hear you say so, because —- 

LADY CLARINDA. 

Do not flatter yourself. If 1 take him, it will be to 
please my father, and to have a town and country-house, 
and plenty of servants, and a carriage and an opera-box, 
and make some of my acquaintance who have married for 
love, or for rank, or for any thing but money, die for envy 
of my jewels. You do not think I would take him for 
himself. Why he is very smooth and spruce, as far as 
his dress goes ; but as to his face, he looks as if he had 
tumbled headlong into a volcano, and been thrown up again 
among the cinders. 

CAPTAIN FITZCHROMF.. 

I cannot believe, that, speaking thus of him, you mean 
to take him at ail. 

LADY CLARINDA. 

Oh ! I am out of my teens. I have been very much in 
love; but now I am come to years of discretion, and 
must think, like other people, of settling myself advan¬ 
tageously. lie was in love with a banker's daughter, and 
cast her off on her father’s bankruptcy, and the poor girl 
has gone to hide herself in some wild place. 

CAPTAIN FITZCIIROME. 

She must have a strange taste, if she pines for the loss 
of him. 

LADY CLARINDA. 

'rhey say he was good-looking, till his bubble-schemes, 
as they call them, stamped him with the physiognomy of a 
desjierate gambler. 1 suspect he has still a penchant to¬ 
wards his first flame. If he takes me, it will be for my 
rank and connection, and the second seat of the borough of 
llogucingrain. So we shall meet on equal terms, and shall 
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enjoy all the blessedness of expecting nothing from each 
other. 


CAPTAIN PITZCIIROME. 

You can expect no security with such an adventurer. 

I.ADY CLARINPA. 

I shall have the security of a good settlement, and then 
if nndare al dimoto be his destiny, he may go, you know, 
by himself. He is almost always dreaming and dixtrait. 
It is very likely that some great reverse is in store for him : 
hut that will not concern me, you perceive. 

CAPTAIN FITZCIIKCMK. 

You torture me, (llarinda, with the bare possibility. 

I.ADV onAHINnA. 

Hush ! Here is music to soothe your troubled spirit. 
Next to him, on this side, sits the dilettante composer, Mr. 
Trillo ; they say his name was < i'Trill, and he has taken 
the O from the beginning, and ]>ut it at the end. 1 do not 
know how this may be. He plays well on the violoncello, 
and better on the piano : sings agreeably ; has a talent at 
verse-making, and improvises a song with some felicity. He 
is very agreeable company in the evening, with his instru¬ 
ments and music-books. He maintains that the sole end 
of all enlightened society is to get u]> a good opera, and 
laments that wealth, genius, and energy, are squandered 
upon other pursuits, to the neglect of this one great 
matter. 


CAPTAIN PITZOIIROMR. 

That is a very pleasant fancy at any rate. 

LAIJY CtABINDA. 

I assure you he has a great deal to say for it. Well, 
next to him again, is Dr. Morbific, who has been all over 
the world to prove that there is no such thing as contagion ; 
and has inoculated himself with plague, yellow fever, and 
every variety of pestilence, and is still alive to tell the story. 
I am very shy of him, too ; for I look on him as a walking 
phial of wrath, corked full of all infections, and not to be 
touched without extreme hazard. 
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CAPTAIN' FITZCIIKOME. 

This is the strangest fellow of all. 

LADY CLARINDA. 

Next to him sits Mr. Philpot*, the geographer, who 
thinks of nothing but the heads and tails of rivers, and lays 
down the streams of Terra Incognita as accurately as if he 
had been there. He is a person of jdcasant fancy, and 
makes a sort of fairy land of every country he touches, 
from the Frozen Ocean to the Heserts of Zahara. 

CAPTAIN FITZCIIHOME. 

How docs he settle matters with Mr. Firedamp 

LADY CLAHINDA. 

You see Mr. Firedamp has got as far as possible out of 
his way. Next to him is Sir Simon Steeltrap, of Steeltrap 
Lodge, Memlx'r for (^roucliing-tlurtown. Justice of Peace 
for the county, and Lord of the United Manors of Spring- 
gun and Treadmill ; a great preserver of game and public 
morals, lly administering the laws which he assists in 
making, he dis|)Oses, at his pleasure, of the laud and its live 
stock, including all the two-legged varieties, with and with¬ 
out featliers, in a circumference of several miles round Steel¬ 
trap Lodge. He has enclosed commons and woodlands ; 
abolished cottage-gardens ; taken the village cricket-ground 
into his own park, out of pure regard to the sanctity of 
Sunday ; shut up footpaths and alehouses, (all but those 
which belong to his electioneering friend, Mr. Quassia, the 
brewer;) put down fairs and fiddlers; committed many 
poachers ; shot a few; convicted one third of the peasantry; 
suspected the rest; and passed nearly the whole of them 
through a wholesome course of jirison discipline, which 
has finished their education at the expense o^ the county. 

(CAPTAIN FITZeUBOME. 

He is somewhat out of his element here: among such 
a diversity of opinions he will hear some he will not like. 

LADY CLABINDA. 

It was rather ill-judged in Mr. Crotchet to invite him 
to-day. But the art of assorting company is above these 
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parvenus. They invite a certain number of persons without 
considering how they harmonise with each other. Between 
Sir Simon and you is the lleverend Doctor Folliott. lie is 
said to be an excellent scholar, and is fonder of books than 
the majority of his cloth ; he is very fond, also, of the 
good tilings of this world. He is of an admirable temper, 
and says rude things in a pleasant half-earnest manner, that 
nobody can take oflenee with. And next to him, again, is 
one (,’aptain Fit^chroine, who is very much in love with a 
certain person that does not mean to have any thing to say 
to him, because she can better her fortune by taking some¬ 
body Hse. 

CAPTAIN FlTZCHllOMK. 

And next to him, again, is the beautiful, the accomjilished, 
the witty, the fascinating, the tormenting Lady (darinda, 
who traduces herself to the said captain by assertions which 
it tvould drive him crazy to believe. 

l.ADY (T.AUINl)A. 

Time will show, sir. .4nd now we have gone the round 
of the table. 

CAPTAIN FITZe.tlROME. 

But I must say, though I know you had always a turn 
for sketching characters, you surprise me by your observ¬ 
ation, and especially by your attention to opinions. 

J.ADY CI.AIIIMIA. 

Well, I will tell you a secret; I am writing a novel. 

CAi'TAIN FITZCiniOME. 

A novel! 

I.AnV CI.ARINnA. 

Yes, a novel. And I shall get a little finery by it: 
trinkets and fal-lals, which I cannot get from papa. You 
must know I have been reading several fashionable 
novels, the fashionable this, and the fashionable that ; 
and I thought to myself, why I can do better than 
any of these myself. So I wrote a chapter or two, and 
sent them as a specimen to Mr. I’uffall, the bookseller, 
telling him they were to be a part of the fashionable some¬ 
thing or other, and he oflTered me, I will not say how much, 
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to finish it in three volumes, and let him pay all the 
newspapers for recommending it as the work of a lady of 
quality, who had made very free with the characters of 
her acquaintance. 

CAPTAIN FITZCnnOME. 

Surely you have not done so ? 

LADY CLAniNDA. 

Oh, no; 1 leave that to Mr. Eavesdrop. But Mr. 

Puffall made it a condition that 1 .should let him say so. 

CAPTAIN KITZCHROME. 

A strange recommendation. 

LADY CLABINDA. 

Oh, nothing else will do. And it seems you may give 
yourself any character you like, and the newspapers will 
print it as if it came from themselves. I have commended 
you to three of our friends here, as an economist, a tran- 
scendentalist, and a classical scholar; and if you wish to be 
renowned through the world for these, or any other accom¬ 
plishments, the newspapers will confirm you in their pos¬ 
session for half-a-guinea a piece. 

CAPTAIN PITZOHHOME. 

Truly, the praise of such gentry must be a feather in any 
one’s cap. 

LADY CI.AB1NDA. 

So you will see, some morning, that my novel is “ the 
most popular production of the day.” This is Mr. Puftall’s 
favourite phrase. He makes the newspapers say it of every 
thing he publishes. But “ the day,” you know, is a very 
convenient phrase ; it allows of three hundred and sixty- 
five “ most popular productions” in a year. And in leap- 
year one more. 
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CHAPTER VI. 


THEORIES. 


Blit when they came to shape the model. 

Not utie could fit the other’s noddle. — Bi/TLiiB. 


Meanwhit-e, the last’ course, and the dessert, passed by 
When the ladies had withdrawn, young Crotchet addressed 
the dompany. 

MR. CROTCHET, .lUN. 

There is one point in whicl» philosophers of all classes 
seem to be agreed; that they only want money to regenerate 
the world. 

MR. MAC QIIEnV. 

No doubt of it. Nothing is so easy as to lay down the 
outlines of perfect society. There wants nothing but 
money to set it going. I will explain myself clearly and 
fully by reading a paper. {^Producing a large scroll.) “ In 
the infancy of society—” 

THE REV. nn. foemott. 

Pray, Mr. Mac Quedy, how is it that all gentlemen of 
your nation begin every thing they write with the “ in¬ 
fancy of society ? ", 6', 

MR. MAC QUEDY. 

Eh, sir, it is the simplest way to begin at the beginning. 
" In the infancy of society, when government was in¬ 
vented to save a percentage; say two and a half per 
cent.—” 


THE REV. DR. FOIiLIOTT. 

I will not say any such thing. 

Mil. MAC QUEDY. 

Well, say any percentage you please. 

THE REV. DR. FOI.UOT1, 

I will not say any percentage at all. 
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MB. MAO dUEDY. 

“ On the principle of the division of labour —’’ 

THE BEV. DB. FOLUOTT. 

Government was invented to spend a percentage. 

MB. MAC UUEOY. 

To save a percentage. 

THE BEV. DB. FOLUOTT. 

No, sir, to spend a percentage; and a good deal more 

ban two and a half per cent. Two hundred and fifty per 
cent .; that is intelligible. 

MB. MAC OUEDY. 

“ In the infancy of society”— 

MB. TOOGOOD. 

Never mind the infancy of society. The question is of 
society in its maturity. Here is what it should be. (Pro¬ 
ducing a paper.) 1 have laid it down in a diagram. 

MR. SKIONAR. 

Before wc proceed to the question of government, wc 
must nicely discriminate the Ijoundaries of sense, under, 
standing, and reason. Sense is a receptivity— 

MU. CBOTCHET, JUN. 

We are proceeding too fast. Money being all that is 
wanted to regenerate society, I will put into the hands of 
this company a large sum for the purpose. Now let us see 
how to dispose of it. 

MB. MAC OUEDY. 

We will begin by taking a committee-room in London, 
where we will dine together once a week, to deliberate. 

THE REV. DR. FOLMOTT. 

If the money is to go in deliberative dinners, you 
may set me down for a committee man and honorary 
caterer. 

MB. MAC OUEDY. 

Next, you must all learn political economy, which I 
will teach you, very compendiously, in lectures over the 
botde. 
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THE REV. DR. FOLLIOTT. 

I hate lectures over the bottle. But pray, sir, what is 
political economy ? 

MR. MAC (JUBDY. 

Political economy is to the state what domestic economy 
is to the family. 

TUB REV. DR. KOIitlOTT. 

No such thing, sir. In the family there is a pater¬ 
familias, who regulates the distribution, and takes care that 
there shall be no such thing in tlie household as one dying 
of hunger, while another dies of surfeit. In the state itjis 
all hunger at one end, and all surfeit at the other. Match¬ 
less claret, Mr. Crotchet, 

MR. CROTCHET. 

Vintage of fifteen, doctor. 

MR. MAC (iUEDY. 

The family consumes, and so does the state. 

THE REV. DR. F0I.1.10TT. 

Consumes, sir 1 Yes : but the mode, the proportions ; 
there is the essential ilifFerence between the state and the 
family. Sir, I hate false analogies. 

MR. MAC QUEDY. 

Well, sir,'the analogy is not essential. Distribution will 
come under its proper head. 

THE REV. DR. PODLIOTT. 

Come where it will, the distribution of the state is in no 
respect analogous to the distribution of the family. The 
paterfamilias, sir: the paterfamilias. 

MR. MAC RUEDY. 

Well, sir, let that pass. The family consumes, and in 
order to consume, it must have supply. 

THE REV. DR. FOLLIOTT. 

Well, sir, Adam and 15ve knew that, when they delved 
and span. 

MR. MAC OUEDY. 

Very true, sir (reproducing his scroll). “ In the infancy 
of society—" 


T 2 
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MR. TOOOOOD. 

The reverend gentleman lias hit the nail on the head. 
It is the distribution that must be looked to: it is the 
paterfamUiim that is wanting in the state. Now here 1 
have provided him. (^Reproducing his diagram.') 

ME. TRILLO. 

Apply the money, sir, to building and endowing an 
opera house, where the ancient altar of Bacchus may 
flourish, and justice may be done to sublime compositions. 
(Producing a part of a manuscript opera.) 

MR. SKIOIVAK. 

No, sir, build sacella for transcendental oracles to teach 
the world how to see through a glass darkly. (Producing 
a scroll.) 

MR. TRILLO. 

See through an opera-glass brightly. 

THE REV. DR. EOLLIOTT. 

See through a wine-glass, full of claret: then you see 
both darkly and brightly. But, gentlemen, if you arc all 
in the humour for reading papers, I will read you the 
first half of my next Sunday’s sermon. (Producing a 
paper.) 

OMNES. 

No sermon ! No sermon ! 

TUB REV. DR. FOLLIOTT. 

Then 1 move that our respective papers be committed to 
our respective pockets. 

MB. JIAC UUEDy. 

Political economy is divided into two great branches, 
production and consumption. 

THE EBV. DR. FOLLIOTT. 

Yes, sir; there are two great classes of men : those who 
produce much and consume little ; and those who consume 
much and produce nothing. The fruges consumere nati, 
have the best of it. Eh, captain ! you remember the cha¬ 
racteristics of a great man according to Aristophanes: co-tk 
yt vims oih ual pirtty pinv. Ha! ha! ha! Well, captain, 
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even in tliese tight-laced days, the obscurity of a learned 
language allows a little pleasantry. 

CAPTAIN PITZCHROME. 

Very true, sir: the pleasantry and the obscurity go 
together: they are all one, as it were ; — to me at any rate. 
{aside.) 

MB. MAO QUEnV'. 

Now, sir— 

THE REV. nn. poi.i.iott. 

IVay, sir, let your science alone, or you will put me 
under the painful necessity of demolishing it bit by bit, 
as I have done your exordium. 1 will undertake it any 
morning ; but it is too hard exercise after dinner. 

MU. MAC OlIEDV. 

Well, sir, in the meantime I hold my scienee es¬ 
tablished. 


THE REV. DR. FOLLIOTT. 

And I hold it demolished. 

MR. CROTCHET, JUN. 

Pray, gentlemen, pocket your manuscripts; fill your 
glasses ; and consider what we shall do with our money. 

MR. MAC QUEDV. 

Build lecture rooms and schools for all. 

MR. TRILLO. 

llevivc the Athenian theatre: regenerate the lyrical 
drama. 

MR. TOOGOOD. 

Build a grand co-operative parallelogram, with a steam- 
engine in the middle for a maid of all work. 

MR. FIREDAMP. 

Drain the country, and get rid of malaria, by abolishing 
duck-ponds. 

DR. MORBIFIC. 

Found a philanthropic college of anti-contagionists, 
where all the members shall be inoculated with the virus 
of all known diseases. Try the experiment on a grand 
scale. 
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JUB. CHAINHAIL. 

Build a great dining-hall: endow it with beef and 
ale, and hang the hall round with arms to defend the pro¬ 
visions. 


MR. HENBANE. 

' P'ound a toxicological institution for trying all poisons 
and antidote.s, I myself have killed a frog twelve times, 
and brought him to life eleven; but the twelfth time 
he died. I have a phial of the drug which killed him 
in my pocket, and shall not rest till 1 have discovered its 
antidote. 


THE REV. nu. FOLLIOTT. 

I move that the last speaker be dispossessed of his phial, 
and that it be forthwith thrown into the Thames. 

MR. HENBANE. 

flow, sir.!* my invaluable, and in the present state of 
human knowledge, infallible poison ? 

THE REV. nil. FOLLTOTT. 

Let the frogs have all the advantage of it. 

Mil. CROTCHET. 

(,'onsider, doctor, the fish might participate. Think of 
the salmon. 


THE REV. DR. FOLLIOTT. 

Then let the owner’s right-hand neighbour swallow it. 

MB. EAVESDROP. 

Me, sir ! What have I done, sir, that I am to be poi¬ 
soned, sir? 

THE REV. J)B. FOLLIOTT. 

Sir, you have published a character of your facetious 
friend, the Reverend Doctor I'\, wherein you have 
sketched off me; me, sir, > even to my nose and wig. 
What business have the public with my nose and wig ? 

MR. EAVESDROP. 

Sir, it is all good humoured; all in bonhommie: all 
friendly and complimentary. 
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THE REV. I)R. FOLLIOTT. 

Sir, the bottle, la Dive Bouteille, is a recondite oracle, 
which makes an Eleusinian temple of the circle in which 
it moves. He who reveals its mysteries must die. There¬ 
fore, let the dose he administered. Fiat experimenlum in 
anima vili. 

MR. EAVESDROP. 

Sir, you arc very facetious at my expense. 

THE REV. DR. POLLIOTT. 

^r, you have been very unfacetious, very inficete at 
mine. You have dished me up, like a savory omelette, to 
gratify the apj)etite of the reading rabble for gossip. The 
next time, sir, 1 will rcspon<l with the argumcntum Ixienli- 
fium. Print that, sir ; put it on record as a promise of the 
tteverend Doctor F.. which shall be most faithfully kept, 
with an exemplary bamboo. 

MR. EAVESDROP. 

Your cloth protects you, sir. 

THE REV. DR. FOLLIOTT. 

My bamboo shall protect me, sir. 

* MR. CBOTCRET. 

Doctor, doctor, you arc growing too polemical. 

THE REV. DR. FOLLIOTT. 

Sir, my blood boils. ^Yllat business have the public witli 
my nose and wig 

.MR. CROTCHET. 

Doctor! Doctor! 

MR. CROTCHET, JUN. 

Pray, gentlemen, return to the point. How shall we 
employ our fund ? 

MR. PHILPOT. 

Surely in no way so beneficially as in exploring rivers. 
Send a fleet of steam-boats down the Niger, and another up 
the Nile. So shall you civilise Africa, and. establish 
stocking factories in Abyssinia and Bambo. 

Y 4 
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TUB llEV. nn. POLLIOTT. 

With all submission, breeches and petticoats must pre¬ 
cede stockings. Send out a crew of tailors. Try if the 
king of Jlambo will invest inexpressibles. 

Mil. CnOTCnBT, .TTJN. 

Gentlemen, it is not for partial, but for general benefit, 
that this fund is proposed; a grand and universally ap. 
plicable scheme for the amelioration of the condition of 

SEVERAL VOICES. 

I’hat is my scheme. 1 have not heard a scheme but my 
own that has a grain of common sense. 

MB. TRILLO. 

Gentlemen, you inspire me. Your last exclamation runs 
itself into a chorus, and sets itself to music. Allow me to 
lead, .ami to hope for your voices in harmony. 

After careful meditation. 

And profound detUicration, 

On the various pretty projects which have just been shown, 

Not a scheme in agitation, 

For the world’s amelioration. 

Has a grain of common sense in It, except my own. 

SEVERAL VOICES. 

We arc not disposed to join in any such chorus. 

THE REV. DR. FOLLIOTT. 

Well, of all these schemes, 1 am for Mr. Trillo’s. Re¬ 
generate the Athenian theatre. My classical friend here, 
the captain, will vote with me. 

CAPTAIN PITZCHROME. 

I, sir ? oh ! of course, sir. 

MR. MAO (lUEDT. 

Surely, captain, I rely on you to uphold political eco¬ 
nomy. 

CAPTAIN PITZCHROME. 

Me, sir ? oh ! to he sure, sir. 

THE REV. DR. FOLLIOTT. 

Pray, sir, will political economy uphold the Athenian 
theatre ? 



THEORIES. 


32i) 


MR. MAC QUERY. 

Surely not. It would be a very unproductive invest¬ 
ment. 

THE REV. nil. FOLLIOTT. 

Then the captain votes against you. What, sir, did not 
the Athenians, the wisest of nations, appropriate to their 
theatre their most sacred and intangible fund ? Did 
not they give to jnelopo'ia, choregrapliy, and the sundry 
forms of didaacalics, the precedence of all other matters, 
civil and military ? AVas it not their law, that even the 
proposal to divert this fund to any other purpose should be 
punislied with death ? lJut, sir, I further propose that the 
Athenian theatre being resuscitated, the admission shall be 
free to all who can expound the (Jreck choruses, construc¬ 
tively, mythologically, and metrically, and to none others. 
So shall all the world learn Greek: Greek, the Alpha and 
Omega of all knowledge. At him who sits not in the 
theatre, shall be pointed the finger of scorn : he shall be called 
in the highway of the city, “ a fellow without Greek.” 

MR. TRIELO. 

But the ladies, sir, the ladies. 

THE REV. nR. FOLLIOTT. 

Every man may take in a lady: anil she who can construe 
and metricise a chorus, shall, if she so please, pass in by 
herself. 

MR. TRILLO. 

But, sir, you will shut me out of my own theatre. 
Let there at least be a double passport, Greek and Italian. 

THE REV. DR. FOLLIOTT. 

No, sir; 1 am inexorable. No Greek, no theatre. 

MR. TRILLO. 

Sir, I cannot consent to be shut out from my own 
theatre. , 

THE REV. DR. FOLLIOTT. 

You see how it is. Squire Crotchet the younger ; you can 
scarcely find two to agree on a scheme, and no two'of those 
can agree on the details. Keep your money in your pocket. 
And so ends the fund for regenerating the world. 
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MB. MAC QTJBDV. 

Nay, by no means. Wc are all agreed on deliberative 

dinners. 

THE REV. »B. FOLLIOTT. 

Very true; we will dine and discuss. Wc wiU sing with 
Robin Hood, “ If I drink water while this doth lastand 
while it lasts we will have no adjournment, if not to the 
Athenian theatre. 


MB. TRILLO. 

Well, gentlemen, 1 hope this chorus at least will please 
you: 

If T drink water while this doth last, 

May 1 never apaln drink wine : 

For how can a man, in his life of a span, 

)>« any thing better than dine ? 

We’ll tliiic and drink, and say if wc think 
That any thing better can be ; 

And when wc have dined, wish all mankind 
lilay dine as well as we. 

And though a good wish will fill no dish, 

; And brim no cup with sack, 

Yet thoughts will spring, as the glasses ring, 

I'o ilhuno our studious track. 

On the brilliant dr<>ams of our hopeful schemes 
The light of the flask shall shine ; 

And we’ll ait till day, but we’ll find the way 
To drench the world with wine. 

The schemes for the world’s regeneration evaporated in 
a tumult of voices. 


CHAPTER VII. 

THE SLEEPING VENUS. 

Quotl) he: In all my life tilt now, 

I ne’er saw so profane a show. Butler. 

The library of Crotchet castle was a large and well fur¬ 
nished apartment, opening on one side into an anteroom. 
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on the other into a music-room. ,lt had several tables 
stationed at convenient distances; one consecrated to the 
novelties of literature, another to the novelties of embellish¬ 
ment ; others unoccupietl, and at the disposal of the com¬ 
pany. The walls were covered with a copious collection of 
ancient and modern books; the ancient having been se¬ 
lected and arranged by the Reverend Doctor h’olliott. In 
the anteroom were card-tables ; in the music-room were 
various instruments, all popular operas, and all fashionable 
music. In this suite of apartments, and not in the 
drav{ing-room, were the evenings of Orotchet castle usually 
passed. 

The young ladies were in the music-room ; Miss Crotchet 
at the piano, Lady Clarinda, at the harp, playing ,an(l 
occasionally singing, at the suggestion of Mr. 'I'rillo, 
pbrtions of MalikU- di Shubrnn. Lord Rossnowl was 
turning over the leaves for Miss Crotchet ; the captain was 
performing the same office for Lady Clarinda, but with 
so much more attention to the lady than the book, that he 
often made sad work with the harmony, by turning over 
two leaves together. On these occasions Miss Crotchet 
paused. Lady Clarinda laughed, Mr. Trillo scolded. Lord 
Bossnowl yawned, the captain apologised, and the perform¬ 
ance proceeded. 

In the library, Mr. Maetjuedy was expounding political 
economy to the Reverend Doctor Folliott, w'ho wasyjro more, 
demolishing its doctrines .seriatim. 

Mr. Chainmail was in hot dispute with Mr. Skionar, 
touching the physical and moral well-being of man. Mr. 
Skionar was enforcing his friend Mr. Shantsce’s views of 
moral discipline; maintaining that the sole thing needful for 
man in this world, was loyal and pious education ; the giving 
men good books to read, and enough of the hornbook to read 
them ; with a judicious interspersion of the lessons of Old 
Restraint, which was his poetic name for the parish stocks. 
Mr. Chainmail, on the other hand, stood up for the exclusive 
necessity of beef and ale, lodging and raiment, wife and 
children, courage to fight for ^em all, and armour where¬ 
with to do so. 

Mr. Henbane had got his face scratched, and his finger 
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bitten, by tbe cat, in trying to catch her for a second expe¬ 
riment in killing and bringing to life ; and Doctor Morbific 
was comforting him with a disquisition, to prove that there 
were only four animals having the power to communicate 
hydrophobia, of which the cat was one; and that it was 
not necessary that the animal should be in a rabid stati', the 
nature of the wound being every thing, and tbe idea of 
contagion a delusion. Mr. Henbane was listening very 
lugubriously to this dissertation. 

Mr. Philpot had seized on Mr. Firedamp, and pinned him 
down to a map of Africa,’on which he was tracing imagin¬ 
ary courses of mighty inland rivers, terminating in lakes and 
marshes, where they were finally evaporated by the heat of 
the sun ; and Mr. Firedamp’s hair was standing on end at 
the bare imagination of the mass of malaria that must be 
engendered by the operation. Mr. Toogood had begun 
explaining his diagrams to Sir Simon Steeltrap ; but Sir 
Simon grew testy, and told Mr. 'Poogood that the promul¬ 
gators of such doctrines ought to be consigned to the tread¬ 
mill. The philanthropist walked off from the country 
gentleman, and proceeded to hold forth to young Crotchet, 
who stood silent, as one who listens, but in reality without 
hearing a syllable. Mr. (Crotchet senior, as the master of 
the house, was left to entertain himself with his own medi¬ 
tations, till the Reverend Doctor Folliott tore himself from 
Mr. Mac Quedy, and proceeded to expostulate with Mr. 
Crotchet on a delicate topic. 

There was an Italian painter, who obtained the name of 
11 Bragatorc, by the superinduction of inexpressibles on 
the naked Apollos and Bacchuses of his betters. The fame 
of this worthy remained;one and indivisible, til] a set of 
heads, which had been, by a too common mistake of nature's 
journeymen, stuck upon magisterial shoulders, as the Co¬ 
rinthian capitals of “fair round bellies with fat capon 
lined,” but which nature herself had intended for the noddles 
of porcelain mandarins, promulgated simultaneously from 
the east and the west of London, an order that no plaster-of- 
Paris Venus should appear in the streets without petticoats. 
Mr. Crotchet, on reading this order in the evening paper, 
which, by the postman's early arrival, was always laid on 
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his breakfast-table, determined to fill his house with Venuses 
of all sizes and kinds. In pursuance of this resolution, 
came packages by water-carriage, containing an infinite 
variety of Venuses. There were the Medicean Venus, and 
the Bathing Venus; the Uranian Venus, and the I’an- 
demian V'enus; the Crouching Venus, and the Sleeping 
Venus ; the Venus rising from the sea, the Venus with 
the apple of Paris, and the V'cniis with the armour of 
Mars. 

The Reverend Doctor Folliott had been very much 
astonished at this unexpected display. Dispo.sed, as he was, 
to h(dd, that whatever had been in (Jreece, was right ; he 
was more than doubtful of the propriety of throwing open 
the classical adytum to the illiterate profane. Whether, in 
his interior mind, he was at all influenced, cither by the 
consideration that it would be for the credit of his cloth, 
with some of his vice-suppressing neighbours, to be able to 
say that he had expostulated ; or by curiosity, to try what 
sort of defence his city-bred friend, who knew the classics 
only by translations, an<l whose reason was always a little 
a-head of his knowledge, would make for his somewhat 
ostentatious display of liberality in matters of taste; is a 
question, on which the learned may differ: but, after having 
duly deliberated on two full-sized casts of the Uranian and 
Pandemian Venus, in niches on each side of the chimney, 
and on three alabaster figures, in glass cases, on the mantel¬ 
piece, he proceeded, peirastically, to open his fire. 

TUP. BEV. DR. FOLLIOTT. 

These little alabaster figures on the mantelpiece, Mr. 
Crotchff, and those large figures in the niches —may I 
take the liberty to ask you what they are intended to re¬ 
present ? 

MB. CBOTCHET. 

Venus, sir; nothing more, sir; just Venus. 

THE BEV. DB. FOLLIOTT. 

May I ask you, sir, why they are there 

MR. CBOTCHET. 

To be looked at, sir; just to be looked at: the reason 



334 


CROTCHET CASTLE. 


for most things in a gentleman’s house being in it at all; 
from the paper on the walls, and the drapery of the cur¬ 
tains, even to the books in the library, of which the most 
essential part is the appearance of the back. 

THE REV. DR. FOLMOTT. 

Very true, sir. As great philosophers hold that the 
esse of things is pereipi, so a gentleman’s furniture exists 
to be looked at. Nevertheless, sir, there arc some things 
more fit to be looked at than others; for instance, there is 
nothing more fit to be looked at than the outside of a book. 
It is, as I may say, from repeated experience, a pure and 
unmixed pleasure to liave a goodly volume lying be’fore 
you, and to know that you may open it if you please, and 
need not open it unless you please. It is a resouree against 
ennui, if emiwi should come upon you. To have the re¬ 
source and not to feel the ennui, to enjoy your bottle in 
the present, and your book in the indefinite future, is a 
delightful condition of human existence. There is no 
jilace, in which a man can move or sit, in which the out¬ 
side of a book can be otherwise than an innocent and be¬ 
coming spectacle. Touching this matter, there cannot, I 
think, be two opinions. But with respect to your Venuses 
there can be, and indeed there arc, two very distinct 
opinions. Now, sir, that little figure in the centre of thi 
mantelpiece, — as a grave paterfamilias, Mr. Crotchet, 
with a fair nubile daughter, whose eyes are like the fish- 
pools of Heshbon, — 1 would ask you if you hold that 
figure to be altogether delicate i 

MR. CROTCHET. 

The Sleeping Venus, sir ? Nothing can be mose de¬ 
licate than the entire contour of the figure, the flow of the 
hair on the shoulders and neck, the form of the feet and 
fingers. It is altogether a most delicate morsel. 

THE RF.V. PR. FOI.l.IOTT. 

Why, in that sense, perhaps, it is as delicate as whitebait 
in July. But the attitude, sir, the attitude. 

MR. CROTCHET. 

Nothing can be more natural, sir. 
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THE BEV. DR. FOLLIOTT. 

That is the very thing, sir. (It is too natural: too na. 
tural, sir: it lies for all the world like —— I make no 
doubt, the pious cheesemonger, who recently broke its plas¬ 
ter fac-simile over the head of the itinerant vendor, was 
struck by a certain similitude to the position of his own 
sleeping beauty, and felt his noble wrath thereby justly 
aroused. 

MB. CROTCHET. 

Very likely, sir. In my opinion, the cheesemonger 
was a fool, and the justice who sided with him was a 
greater. 

THE REV. DR. EOLLIOTT. 

Fool, sir, is a harsh term : call not thy brother a 
fool. 


MR. CROTCHET. 

Sir, neither the cheesemonger nor the justice is a 
brother of mine. 


THE REV. DR. POLLIOTT. 

Sir, we are all brethren. 

MB. CROTCHET. 

Yes, sir, as the hangman is of the thief ; the 'squire of 
the poacher ; the judge of the libeller; the lawyer of his 
client; the statesman of his colleague; the bubble-blower 
of the bubble-buyer; the slave-driver of the negro: as 
these are brethren, so am I and the worthies in question. 

TUB REV. DU. POLMOTT. 

To be sure, sir, in these instances, and in many others, 
the term*brother must be taken in its utmost latitude of 
interpretatfon: we are all brothers, nevertheless. But to 
return* to the point. Now these two large figures, one 
with drapery on the lower half of the body, and the other 
with no drapery at all; upon my word, sir, it matters not 
what godfathers and godmothers may have promised and 
vowed for the children of this world, touching the devil 
and other things to be renounced, if such figures as those 
are to be put before their eyes. 
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MR. CROTCHET. 

Sir, the naked figure is the Pandemian Venus, and the 
half-draped figure is tlie Uranian Venus; and I say, sir, 
that figure realises the finest imaginings of Plato, and is 
the personification of the most refined and exalted feeling 
of which the human mind is susceptible; the love of pure, 
ideal, intellectual beauty. 

THE REV. DR. POLLIOTT. 

1 am aware, sir, that Plato, in his Symposium, dis- 
courseth very eloquently touching the Uranian and Pande¬ 
mian Venus: but you must remember that, in our Univer¬ 
sities, Plato is held to be little better than a misleader of 
youth ; and they have shown their contempt for him, not 
only by never reading him (a mode of contempt in which 
they deal very largely), but even by never printing a com¬ 
plete edition of him ; although they have printed many 
ancient books, which nobody suspects to have been ever 
reatl on the spot, except by a person attached to the press, 
who is therefore emphatically called the reader.” 

MR. CROTCHET. 

Well, sir ? 

THE REV. I)R. FOLLIOTT. 

Why, sir, to “ the reader” aforesaid (supposing cither 
of our Universities to have printed an edition of Plato), 
or to any one else who can be supposed to have read Plato, 
or indeed to be ever likely to do so, I would very willingly 
show these figures ; because to such they would, I grant 
you, be the outward and visible signs of poetical and phi¬ 
losophical ideas: but, to the multitude, the gross carnal 
multitude, they are but two beautiful women, one half un¬ 
dressed, and the other quite so. 

MR. CROTCHET. 

Then, sir, let the multitude look upon them and learn 
modesty. 

THE REV. DR. POLLIOTT. 

I must say that, if 1 wished my footman to learn 
modesty, 1 should not dream of sending him to school to a 
naked Venus. 
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MR. CROTCHET. 

Sir, ancient sculpture is the true school of modesty. 
But where the Greeks had modesty, we have cant; where 
they had poetry, we have cant; where they had patriotism, 
we have cant ; where they had any thing that exalts, 
delights, or adorns humanity, we have nothing but cant, 
cant, cant. And, sir, to show my contempt for cant in all 
its shapes, 1 have adorned my house with the Greek 
Venus, in all her shapes, and am ready to fight her battle 
against all the societies that ever were instituted for the 
suppression of truth and beauty. 

THE HKV. HR. EOLI.IOTT. 

My dear sir, I am afraid you are growing warm. Pray 
be cool. Nothing eontributes so much to good digestion 
as to he perfectly cool after dinner. 

MR. CROTCHET. 

Sir, the Lacedsemonian virgins wrestled naked with 
young men : and they grew up, as the wise Lycurgus had 
foreseen, into the most modest of women, and the most 
exemplary of wives and mothers. 

THE REV. DR. KOLLIOTT. 

Very likely, sir ; hut the Athenian virgins did no such 
thing, and they grew up into wives who stayed at home,— 
stayed at home, sir; and looked after the husband’s din¬ 
ner,— his dinner, sir, you will please to observe. 

MR. CROTCHET. 

And what was the consequence of that, sir ? that they 
were such very insipid persons that the hasband would not 
go home to eat his dinner, but preferred the company of 
some Asjfisia, or Lais. 

TUB REV. DR. FOLliIOTT. 

Two very different persons, sir, give me leave to re¬ 
mark. 

MR. CROTCHET. 

\'t'ry likely, sir; but both too good to be married in 
Athens. 
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THE REV. DR. POLLIOTT. 

Sir, Lais was a Corinthian. 

MR. CROTCHET. 

'Oil’s vengeance, sir, some Aspasia and any Other Athe¬ 
nian name of the same sort of person you like- 

THE REV. DR. FOLLIOTT. 

I do not like the sort of person at all: the sort of 
person I like, as I have already implied, is a modest 
woman, who stays at home and looks after her husband’s 
dinner. 


MR. CROTCHET. 

Well, sir, that was not the taste of the Athenians. 
They preferred the society of women who would not have 
made any scruple about sitting as models to Praxiteles; 
as you know, sir, very modest women in Italy did to 
Canova : one of whom, an Italian countess, being asked by 
an English lady, “ how she could bear it ? ” answered, 
“ Very well; there was a good fire in the room.” 

THE REV. DR. FOLLIOTT. 

Sir, the English lady should have asked how the Italian 
lady’s husband could bear it. 'Phe phials of my wrath 

would overflow if poor dear Mrs. Folliott-: sir, in 

return for your story, I will tell you a story of my an¬ 
cestor, Gilbert Folliott. The devil haunted him, as he did 
Saint Francis, in the likeness of a beautiful damsel; but 
all he could get, from the exemplary Gilbert was an ad¬ 
monition to wear a stomacher and longer petticoats. 

MR.CROTCHET. 

Sir, your story makes for my side of the question. It 
proves that the devil, in the likeness of a fair dairsel, with 
short petticoats and no stomacher, was almost too much 
for Gilbert Folliott. The force of the spell was in ilie 
Irapery. 

THE REV. DR, FOLLIOTT. 

Bless my soul, sir ! 

MR. CROTCHET. 

Give me leave, sir. Diderot- 
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THE BEV. I)B. POLLIOTT. 

Who was he, sir ? 

MR. CROTCHET. 

Who was he, sir the sublime philosopher, the father 
of the encyclopaedia, of all the encyclopa?dias that have 
ever been printed. 

THE REV. DR. FOI.I.IOTT. 

Bless me, sir, a terrible progeny! they belong to the tribe 
of Incubi. 

MB. CROTCHET. 

The great philosopher, Diderot- 

THE REV. DR. POI,I.IOTT. 

Sir, Diderot is not a man after my heart. Keep to the 
Grccics, if you please ; albeit this Sleeping Venus is not 
an antique. 

MR. CROTCHET. 

Well, sir, the Greeks: why do we call the Klgin mar¬ 
bles inestimable ? Simply because they are true to nature. 
And why are they so superior in that point to all modern 
works, with all our greater knowledge of anatomy ? Why 
sir, but because the Greeks, having no cant, had better 
opportunities of studying models 

THE REV. DR. F01J.I0TT. 

Sir, I deny our greater knowledge of anatomy. But I 
shall take the liberty to emjdoy, on tins occasion, the ar- 
gumentum ad liomirii'm. Would you have allowed Mis 
Crotchet to sit for a model to Canova ? 

MB. CROTCHET. 

Yes, sir. 

“ God bless my soul, sir ! ” exclaimed the Reverend 
Doctor #olliott, throwing himself back into a chair, and 
fl'nging up his heels, with the premeditated design of giving 
emphasis to his exclamation: but by miscalculating his 
impetus, he overbalanced his chair, and laid himself on 
the carpet in a right angle, of which his back was the 
base. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

SCIENCE ANI> CHARITY. 

Chi 8ta npl mondo un par d'oro contcnto, 
gli vieii ioUa, ovvc>r contaminata.) 
yuella 8UH pac e in veruno inomcnto, 

J'uu dir die (Jiovc drittmiicute il guata.— Fortegueuri. 

The Reverend Doctor Folliott took his departure about 
ten o’clock^ to walk home to liis vicarage. There was no 
moon ; but tlie niglit was bright and clear, and afforded 
him as much light as he needed. Jle paused a moment 
by the Roman camp, to listen to the nightingale ; repeated 
to himself a passage of Sophocles ; itroceeded through the 
park gate, and entered the narrow lane that led to the vil¬ 
lage. He walked on in a very ]>leasant mood of the state 
called reverie; in which fish and wine, Greek and poli. 
tical economy, the Sleejiing Venus he had left behind and 
poor dear Mrs. Folliott, to whose fond arms he was return, 
ing, passed as in a eiinierti ehseura over the tablets of his 
imagination. Ficscntly the image of Mr. Flavesdrop, with 
a printed sketch of the Reverend Doctor F., presented 
itself before him, and he began mechanically to flourish 
his bamboo. The movement was prompted by his good 
genius, for the uplifted bamboo received the blow of a 
j)onderoiis cudgel, which was intended for his bead. The 
reverend gentleman recoiled two or three pacc.s, and saw 
before him a couple of ruffians, who were preparing to re¬ 
new the attack, but whom, with two .swings of his bamboo, 
he laid with cracked sconces on the earth, where.he pro¬ 
ceeded to deal with them like corn beneath the flail of the 
thresher. One of them drew a pistol, which went off In 
the very act of being struck aside by the bamboo, and 
lodged a bullet in the brain of the other. There was then 
only one enemy, who vainly struggled to rise, every effort 
being attended with a new and more signal prostration. 
The fellow roared for mercy. “ Mercy, rascal! ” cried the 
divine; “ what merry were you going to show me, vil- 
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lain ? What! 1 warrant me, you thought it would he 
an easy matter, and no sin, to rob and murder a parson on 
his way home from dinner. You said to yourself, doubt- 
les.s, “ AVe’ll waylay the fat parson (you irreverent knave) 
as he waddles home (you disparaging ruffian), half-seas- 
over (you calumnious vagabond)." And with every dys¬ 
logistic term, which be supposed had been applied to 
himself, he inflicted a new bruise on liis rolling and 
roaring antagonist. “ Ah, rogue ! " he proceeded"; “ you 
can roar now, marauder ; you were silent enough when 
you devoted my brains to dispersion under your cudgel. 
Hut seeing that I cannot bind you, and that I intend you 
not to escape, and that it would be dangerous to let you 
rise, I will disable you in all your members; 1 will con- 
tund you .as Thestylis did strong-smelling herbs*, in the 
quality whereof you do most gravely partake, as my nose 
liearcth testimony, ill iveed that you are. I will licat you 
to a jelly, and I will then roll you into the ditch, to lie till 
the constable comes for you, thief.” 

“ Hold! hold! reverend sir,” exclaimed the penitent 
culprit, “ I am disabled already in every finger, and in 
every joint. 1 will roll myself into the ditch, reverend sir.” 

" Stir not, rascal,” returned the divine, “ stir not so 
much as the quietest leaf above you, or my bamboo re¬ 
bounds on your body like hail in a thunder storm. Con¬ 
fess speedily, villain ; arc you simple thief, or w’ould you 
have manufactured me into a subject, for the benefit of 
science ? Ay, miscreant caitiff, you would have made me 
a subject for science, would you ? You are a schoolmaster 
abroad, are you ? Vou are iti^rching with a detachment 
of the lAarcIi of mind, are you? You are a memlrcr of 
the Steam Intellect Society, are you ? You swear by the 
learned friend, do you ? ” 

“ Oh, no ! reverend sir," answered the criminal, “ I am 
innocent of all these offences, whatever they are, reverend 
sir. The only friend I had in the world is lying dead be¬ 
side me, reverend sir.” 

♦ ThestylU. 

.... herbas contundit olentes. 

ViR(j. Eel ii. 10,11. 

z 5 
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The reverend gentleman paused a moment, and leaned 
on his bamboo. The culprit, bruised as he was, sprang on 
his legs, and went off in double quick time. The doctor 
gave him chase, and had nearly brought him within arm’s 
length, when the fellow turned at right angles, and sprang 
clean over a deep dry ditch. The divine, following with 
equal ardour, and less dexterity, went down over head and 
cars into a thicket of nettles. Emerging with much dis¬ 
composure, he proceeded to the village, and roused the 
constable ; but the constable found, on reaching the scene 
of action, that the dead man w’as gone, as well as his living 
accomplice. 

“Oh, the monster!” exekimed the Reverend lloctor 
Folliott, “ he has made a subject for science of the only 
friend he had in the world.” “ Ay, my dear,” he re¬ 
sumed, the next morning at breakfast, “ if my old reading, 
and my early gymnastics (for as the great Hermann says, be¬ 
fore I was demulced by the Muses, I was ferocin hnjenii puer, 
ct ad armii quam ad literas paratior*), had not imbued me 
indelibly with some of the holy rage of Frere Jean des 
Entommeuree, 1 should he, at this moment, lying on the 
table of some flinty-hearted anatomist, who would have 
sliced and disjointed me as unscrupulously as I do these 
remnants of the capon and chine, wherewith you consoled 
yourself yesterday for my absence at dinner. Phew ! I 
have a noble thirst upon me, which I will quench with 
floods of tea.” 

The reverend gentleman was interrupted by a messenger, 
who informed him that the Charity Commissioners re¬ 
quested his presence at the inn, where they were holding a 
sitting. '' 

“ The Charity Commissioners I” exclaimed the revereijd 
gentleman, “ who on earth are they } ” 

'fhe messenger could not inform him, and the reverend 
gehtleman took his hat and stick, and proceeded to the 
inn. 

On entering the best parlour, he saw three well-dressed 
^nd bulky gentlemen sitting at a table, and a fourth ofliciat- 

• ** A Iwy of fierce disposition, more inolincd to arms than to letters.— 
Hbiu04J«n’s l>edication of Homer's Ilt/nitiS to his Precejdor Ilgen. 
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ing as clerk, with an open book before him, and a pen in 
his hand. The churchwardens, who had been also sum¬ 
moned, were already in attendance. 

The chief commissioner politely requested the reverend 
Doctor Folliott to he seated ; and after the usual meteoro¬ 
logical preliminaries had been settled by a resolution, nem. 
con., that it was a fine day but very hot, the chief commis¬ 
sioner stated, that in virtue of the commission of Parlia¬ 
ment, which they had the honour to hold, they were now 
to inijuire into the state of the public charities of this 
village. 

THE HKV. OR. FOI.LIOTT. 

The state of the public charities, sir, is exceedingly sim¬ 
ple. There are none. The charities here are all private, 
and SO private, that I for one know nothing of them. 

PinST COMMISSIONER. 

We have been informed, sir, that there is an annual rent 
chtrged on the land of Hautbois, for the endowment and 
repair of an almshouse. 

THE REV. DR. FOEWOTT. 

Hautbois ! ^authois ! 

FIRST COMMISSIONER. 

The manorial farm of Hautbois, now occupied by 
Faimer Seedling, is charged with the endowment and main 
teiunce of an almshouse. 

THE REV. DR. FOLLIOTT (to the ChurchwardcTi). 

Eow is this, Mr. lilucnuse 

^ FIRST CIIVRCHWARDEN. 

I really do not know, sir. What say you, Mr. Apple- 
twig ? 

MR. APPLETWio] {parish-clerk and schoolmaster; an old 
man). 

I do remember, gentlemen, to have been informed, that 
there did stand at the end of the village a ruined cottage, 
whici had once been an almshouse, which was endowed 
and naintained, by an annual revenue of a mark and a half, 
z 4 
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or one pound sterling, charged some centuries ago on the 
farm of llauthois; but the means, by the progress of time, 
having become inadequate to the end, the almshouse turn- 
bled to pieces. 

FIBSl' COMMISSIONER. 

But this is a right which cantiot be abrogated by desue- 
•tnde, and the sum of one pound per annum is still charge¬ 
able for charitable purposes on the manorial farm of 
Hautbois. 

TUB REV. DR. POLLIOTT. 

Very well, sir. 

MR. APPLETWIG. 

But sir, the one pound per annum is still received by 
the parish, but was long ago, by an unanimous vote in open 
vestry, given to the minister. 

THE THREE COMMISSIONERS (und VOVt). 

The minister T 


FIRST COMMiaSIONEIt. 

This is an unjustifiable proceeding. 

SECOND COMMISSIONER. 

A misappropriation of a public fund. 

' THIRD COMMISSIONER. 

A flagrant perversion of a charitable donation. 

THE REV. DR- FOLLIOTT. •' 

(!od bless my soul, gentlemen! 1 know nothing of this 
matter. How is this, Mr. Bluenosc ? Do I receive this 
one pound per annum 

FIRST CHURCHWARDEN. 

Really, sir, I know no more about it than you do. 

MR. APPLETWIG. 

You certainly receive it, sir. It was voted to one of 
your predecessors. Farmer Seedling lumps it in will his 
tithes. 

FIRST COMMISSIONER. 

Lumps it in, sir! Lump in a charitable donation! 
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SECOND AND THIRD COMMISSIONER. 

Oh-oh-oh.h-h! 

FIRST COMMISSIONER. 

llcverend sir, ami gcntleraeii, officers of this parish, ive 
are under the necessity of admonishing you that this is 
a most improper procct'ding ; and yon are hereby duly ad¬ 
monished accordingly. Make a record, Mr. Milky. 

M«. MILKY (irritiiig). 

The cla-gyman and churchwardens of the village of 
Hm-m-m-m gravely .admonished. Hm-m-m-m. 

THE UKV. DR. POLLIOTT. 

Is that all, gentlemen ? 

THE COMMISSIONERS. 

That is all, sir; and we wish you a good morning. 

THE REV. DU. FOI.l.IOT'I'. 

A very good morning to you, gentleinen. 

“ What in the name of all that is wonderful, Mr. Blue- 
nose,” said the Ilevorcnd Doctor Imlliott, as he walked out 
of the inn, wliat in the name of all that is wonderful, 
can those fellows mean ? They have come here in a chaise 
and four, to make a fuss about a pound per annum, which, 
after ,TlI,]they leave as it was. 1 wonder who pays them 
for their trouble, and how much.” 

MR. APPLETWIO. 

The public pay for it, sir. It is a job of the learned 
friend whom you admire so mucli. It makes away with 
public money in salaries, and private money in law’suits, 
and does no particle of good to any living soul. 

THE REV. DR. FOLI.IOTT. 

Ay, ay, Mr. Appletwig ; that is just the sort of public 
service to be looked for from the learned friend. Oh, the 
learned friend ! the learned friend ! He is the evil genius 
of every thing that falls in his way. 

The reverend doctor walked off to Crotchet Castle, to 
narrate his misadventures, and exhale his budget of griev¬ 
ances on Mr. Mac Quedy, whom he considered a' ringleader 
of the march of mind. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE VOYAGE. 

Ot ftiv tTTHT avu^dvTfc tTTETrXtov vypu KeXtvOa* 

Mounting the bark, they cleft the watery ways. -» Homeiu 

Four beautiful cabined pinnaces, one for the ladies, one 
for the gentlemen, one for kitchen and servants, one for a 
dining-room and band of music, weighed anchor, on a fine 
July morning, from below Crotchet Castle, and were towed 
merrily, by strong trotting horses, against the stream of 
the Thames. They passed from the district of chalk, suc¬ 
cessively into the districts of clay, of sand-rock, of oolite, 
and so forth. Sometimes they dined in their floating 
dining-room, sometimes in tents, which they pitched on 
the dry smooth-shaven green of a newly mown meadow; 
sometimes they left their vessels to see sights in the vicinity ; 
sometimes they passed a day or two in a comfortable inn. 

At Oxford, they walked about to sec the curiosities of 
architecture, painted windows, and undisturbed libraries. 
The Jlcverend Doctor Folliott laid a wager with Mr. 
Crotchet “ that in all their perlustrations they would not 
find a man reading,” and won it. “ Ay, sir,” said the 
reverend gentleman, “ this is still a seat of learning, on 
the principle of—once a captain always a captain. We 
may well ask, in these great reservoirs of books whereof no 
man ever draws a sluice, Quorsvm pertinuit stipare Platona 
Metiaridro ? * What is done here for the classicy ? Re¬ 
printing German editions on better paper. A great boast, 
verily ! What for mathematics ? What for metaphysics':* 
What for history ? What for any thing worth knowing 
This was a seat of learning in the days of Friar Bacon. 
But the friar is gone,'and his learning with him. Nothing 
of him is left but the immortal nose, which when his 
brazen head had tumbled to pieces, crying “ Time’s past,” 
was the only palpable fragment among its minutely pul- 

* Wherefore is Plato on Menander piled? — Hor. Sat ii. 3.11 
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verised atoms, and which is still resplendent over the 
portals of its cognominal college. That nose, sir, is the 
only tiling to which I shall take off my hat, in all this 
Babylon of buried literature. 

MB. CBOTCHET. 

But, doctor, it is something to have a great reservoir of 
earning, at which some may draw if they please. 

THE BEV. I)B. POLI.IOTT. 

But, here, good care is taken that nobody shall please. 
If even a small drop from the sacred fountain, ■KiSaso,; eS 
5 oXiyi] XiSst;, as ('allimachus has it, were carried off 
by any one, it would be evidence of something to hojie 
for. But the system of dissuasion from all good learning 
is brought here to a pilch of perfection that baffles the 
keenest aspirant. I run over to myself the names of the 
scholars of tJennany, a glorious catalogue! but ask for 
those of Oxford — VV'^here are they ? 'I'he echoes of their 
courts, as vacant as their heads, will answer, AVbere are 
they ? The tree shall be known by its fruit; and seeing 
that this great tree, with all its specious seeming, brings 
forth no fruit, I do denounce it as a barren fig. 

MU. MAC Ot'EDV. 

I shall set you right on this point. We do notliing 
without motives. If learning get nothing but honour, and 
very little of that; and if the good things of this world, 
which ought to be the rewards of learning, become the 
mere gifts of self-interested patronage; you must not wonder 
if, in the finishing of education, the science which takes 
precedence of all others, should be the science of currying 
favour. * 


THE BEV. I>K. KOELIOTT, 

Very true, sir. Education is well finished, for all 
worldly purposes, when die head is brought into the state 
whereinto 1 am accustomed to bring a marrow-bone, when 
it has been set before me on a toast, with a white napkin 
wrapped round it. Nothing trundles along the-high road 
of preferment so trimly as a well-biassed sconce, picked 
clean within, and polished without ; iotus teres atgiie ro- 
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tundus,* The perfection of the finishing lies in tlie bias, 
which keeps it trundling in the given direction. There is 
good and sufficient reason for the fig being barren, but it 
is not therefore the less a barren fig. 

At Godstow, they gathered hazel on the grave of Rosa¬ 
mond ; and, proceeding on their voyage, fell into a discus¬ 
sion on legendary histories. 

LADV CI.ARINDA. 

History is but a tiresome thing in itself; it becomes 
more agreeable the more romance is mixed up with it. 
The great enchanter has made me learn many things wiiich 
1 should !iever have dreamed of studying, if they had not 
come to me in the form of amusement. 

THE REV. DK. FOLLIOTT. 

What enchanter is that There are two enchanters : 
be of the North, and he of the South. 

MU. TKILI.O. 

Rossini ? 

THE REV. HR. FOLLIOTT. 

Ay, there is another enchanter' But I mean the great 
enchanter of Govent Garden : he who, for more than a 
quarter of a century, has produced two pantomimes a year, 
to the-delight of children of all age.s, including myself at 
all ages. That is the enchanter for me. 1 am for^ the 
pantomimes. All the northern enchanter’s romances put 
together would not furnish materials for half the southern 
enchanter’s pantomimes. 

LAny CLARINDA. 

Surely you do not class literature with pantomime } 

THE REV. DR. FOLLIOTT. 

In those cases 1 do. They are both one, with a slight 
difference. The one is the literature of pantomime, the 
other is the pantomime of literature. There is the same 
variety of cliaraeter, the same diversity of story, the same 
opiousness of incident, the same research into costume, 
the same display of heraldry, falconry, minstrelsy, scenery, 
monkery, witchery, devilry, robbery, poachery, piracy, 

* All smooth and round. 
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fishery, gipsy-astrology, demonology, architecture, forti¬ 
fication, castrametation, navigation; the same running 
base of love and battle. The main difference is, that the 
one set of amusing fictions is told in music and action ; 
the other in all the worst dialects of the English language. 
As to any sentence worth remembering, any moral or po¬ 
litical truth, any thing having a tendency, however remote, 
to make men wiser or better, to make them think, to 
make them even Ujfck of thinking ; they are both precisely 
alike: rmiipiam,W^iiaqn(im, nullihi, tiulUmodis. 

I.APY CIjAHIHVA. 

Very amusing, however. 

THE ItKV. DU. FOLLIOTT. 

Very amusing, very amusing. 

MB. <;BAINMAII.. 

Aly quarrel with the northern enchanter is, that lie has 
grossly misrepresented the twelfth century. 

THE 1I.EV. DB. EOLI.IOT.T. 

lie has misrepresente<l every thing, or he would not 
have been very amusing.*' Solwr truth is but dull matter 
to the reading rabble. The angler, who i>uts not on his 
hook the bait that In-st pleases the fish, may sit all day on 
the bank without catching a gudgeon.* 

MB. MAO OOEny. 

But how do you mean that he has misrepresented the 
twelfth century.^ By exhibiting some of its knights and 
ladies in the colours of refinement and virtue, seeing that 
they were all no better than ruffian.s, and something else 
that shall be nameless ? 

A 

MB. CnAlNMAIL. 

’ By no means. By depicting them as much worse than 
they were, not, as you suppose, much better. No one 
would infer from his pictures that theirs was a much better 
state of society than this which we live in. 

» Elo^ucntiffi miigistcr, nisi, taniquttm piscator, cam tmpo.<iucrit harnH oscam, 

uatn scierit ap]>etlturos t’sse pisciculos, sine spe pmdie mnratur in tiropulo. 

PUTRUMI* .^KUiTCU. 
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MR. MAC quEDY. 

No, nor was it. It was a period of brutality, ignorance, 
fanaticism, and tyranny ; when the land was covered with 
castles, and every castle contained a gang of banditti, 
headed by a titled robber, who levied contributions with fire 
and sword; plundering, torturing, ravishing, burying his 
captives in loathsome dungeons, and broiling them on 
gridirons, to force from them the surrender of every par¬ 
ticle of treasure which he suspected them of possessing; 
and fighting every now and then with the neighbouring 
lords, his conterminal bandits, for the right of marauding 
on the boundaries. This was the twelfth century, as de¬ 
picted by all contemporary historians and poets. 

MR. CnAINMAlL. 

No, sir. Weigh the evidence of specific facts ; you will 
find more good than evil. Who was England's greatest 
hero; the mirror of chivalry, the pattern of honour, the 
fountain of generosity, the model to all succeeding ages of 
military glory ? Richard the Fir§L There is a king of 
the twelfth century. What was the first step of liberty ? 
Magna (Jharta. That was the best thing ever done by lords. 
There are lords of the twelfth century. You must re. 
member, too, that these lords were petty princes, and made 
war on each other as legitimately as the heads of larger 
communities did or do. For their system of revenue, it 
was, to he sure, more Tough and summary than that which 
has succeeded it, but it was certainly less searching and less 
productive. And as to the people, I content myself with 
these great points: that every man was armed, every man 
was a good archer, every man could and would flight effec¬ 
tively with sword or pike, or even with oaken cujigel: no 
man would live quietly without beef and ale; if he had 
them not, he fought till he either got them, or was put out 
condition to want them. They were not, and could not 
be, subjected to that powerful pressure of all the other 
classes of society, combined by gunpowder, steam, and 
fiscality, which has brought them to that dismal degrada¬ 
tion in which we see them now. And there are the people 
of the twelfth century.- 
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UR. MAO QUERY. 

As to your king, the enchanter has done him ample 
justice, even in your own view. As to your lords and their 
ladies, he has drawn them too favourably, given them too 
many of the false colours of chivalry, thrown too attractive 
a light on their abominable doings. As to the people, he 
keeps them so much in the back-ground, that he can hardly 
be said to have represented them at all, much less misre¬ 
presented them, which indeed he could scarcely do, seeing 
that, by your own showing, they were all thieves, ready to 
knock down any man for what they could not come by 
honestly. 

MR. CnAINMAIL. 

No, sir. They could come honestly by beef and ale, 
while they were left to their simple imdustry. When op¬ 
pression interfered with them in that, then they stood on 
the defensive, and fought for what they were not permitted 
to come by quietly. 

Mil. MAC QUERY. 

If A, being aggrieved by B, knocks down C, do you call 
that standing on the defensive ? 

MR. CHAINMAin. 

That depends on who or what C is. 

THE llEV. nR. EOU.IOTT. 

Gentlemen, you will never settle this controversy, till 
you have first settled what is good for man in tin's world; 
the great question, de finihus, which has puzzled all philo. 
sophers. If the enchanter has represented the twelfth 
century too brightly for one, and too darkly for the other 
of you, 1 should say, as an impartial man, he has rejire- 
sented it*fairly. My quarrel with him is, that his works 
cqntain nothing worth quoting ; and a book that furnishes 
no quotations, is, me jvdice, no book — it is a plaything. 
There is no question about the amusement — amusement 
of multitudes; but if he who amuses us most, is to be our 
enchanter nar’ then my enchanter is the enchanter 

of Covent Garden. 
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CHAPTER X. 

THE VOYAOE, CONTINUED. 

Continuant nostrc routtc» navigasmes par trois jours san» rien icacouwir. 

Rabelais. 

“ TrimiE is a beautiful structure,” said Mr. Chainmail, as 
they glided by Lechlade church ; “ a subject for the pencil. 
Captain. It is a question worth asking, Mr. Mac Quedy, 
whether the religious spirit which reared these cdifices,'and 
connected with them everywhere an asylum for misfortune 
and a provision for poverty, was not better than the com¬ 
mercial spirit, which has turned all the business of modern 
life into schemes of profit, and processes of fraud and ex. 
tortion. I do not see, in all your boasted improvements, 
any compensation for the religious charity of the twelfth 
century. 1 do not sec any compensation for that kindly 
feeling which, within their own little communities, bound 
the several classes of society together, while full scope was 
left for the development of natural character, wherein indi. 
viduals differed as conspicuously as in costume. Now, we 
all wear one conventional dress, one conventional face ; we 
have iio bond of union, but pecuniary interest j we talk 
any thing that comes uppermost, for talking’s sake, and 
without expecting to be believed; we have no nature, no 
simplicity, no pictm-esqueuess: every thing about us is as 
artificial and as complicated as our steam-machinery : our 
poetry is a kaleidoscope of fal.se imagery, expressing no real 
feeling, portraying no real existence. 1 do not see any 
compensation for the poetry of the twelfth century.'” 

MR. MAC QUERY. ‘ 

I wonder to hear you, Mr. Chainmail, talking of the 
religious charity of a set of lazy monks and beggarly friars, 
who were much more occupied with taking than giving ; of 
wliom, those who were in earnest did nothing but make 
themselves, and every body about them, miserable, with 
fastings, and penances, and other such trash; and those 
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who were not, did nothing but guzzle and royster, and, 
having no wives of their own, took very unbecoming liber, 
ties with tliose of honester men. And as to your poetry of 
the twelfth century, it i.s not good for much. 

MU. eilAINMAlI,. 

It has, at any rate, what ours wants, truth to nature, 
and simplicity of diction. Tlic poetry, which was addres¬ 
sed to tile people of the dark ages, pleased in projiortion to 
she truth with which it depicted familiar images, and to 
their natural connection witli the time and place to which 
they .were assigned. In the jioetry of our enlightened times, 
the characteristics of all seasons, soils, and climates, may be 
blended together, with much benefit to the author's fame as 
an original genius, 'j’he cowslip of a civic poet is always in 
blossom, his fern is always in full feather; he gathers the 
celandine, the primrose, the heath-flower, the jasmine, and 
the chrysanthemum, all on the same day, and from the 
same spot: his nightingale sings all the year round, his 
moon is always full, his cygnet is as white as his swan, his 
cedar is as tremulous as his aspen, and his poplar as em- 
boxvering .as his beech. Thus all nature marches with the 
march <d’ itiitiil ; but, among barbarians, instead of mead 
and wine, and the he.t si'at hy the fire, the reward of such 
a genius would have been, to be summaiily turned out of 
doors in the snow, to meditate on the difierence between 
day anil night, ;:nd between December and .luly. It is an 
age of liberality, indeed, when not to know an oak from a 
burdock is no disipialification for sylvan minstrelsy. 1 am 
for truth and simplicity. 

THE IlEV. DR. POliLIOTT. 

Let him who loves them read Greek: Greek, Greek, 
G(;eek. 

MB. -MAC Qt!l!I)y. 

If he can, sir. 

THE REV. DR. EOI.I.IOTT. 

Very true, sir; if he can. Here is the captain, who can. 
But I think he must have fiiushed his education at some 
very rigid college, where a quotation, or any other overt 
act showing acquaintance with classical literature, was 

A A . 
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visited with a severe penalty. For my part, I mahe it my 
boast that I was not to be so subdued. I could not be 
abated of a single quotation by all the bumpers in which I 
was fined. 

In this niauner they glided over th*e face of the wafers, 
discus.sing every thing and settling nothing. Mr. Mae 
Quedy and the Reverend Doctor Folliott had many digla- 
diations on political economy: wherein, each in liis own 
view, Doctor Folliott demolished Mr. Mac Quedy's sci¬ 
ence, and Mr. Mac Quedy demolished Doctor Folliott’s 
objections. 

We would print these dialogues if we thought any one 
would read them: but the world is not yet ripe for this 
haute nageKse, Tantagruelhie. We must, therefore, content 
ourselves with an (■ehant 'dlun of one of the Reverend Doc¬ 
tor’s perorations. 

“ You have given the name of a science to what is yet 
an imperfect inquiry; and the upshot of your so-called 
science is this, that you increase the wealth of a nation by 
increasing in it the quantity of things which are produced 
by labour: no matter what they are, no matter how pro¬ 
duced, no matter how distributed. 'I'he greater the quan¬ 
tity of labour that has gone to the protluction of the quan¬ 
tity of things in a community, the richer is the commnnify. 
’I’hat is your iloctrine. Now, I say, if this be so, riches 
are not the object for a eonnni nity to aim at. I say, th» 
nation is best off, in relation to other nations, whicn has 
the greatest (|tiaiitity of the common nece.ssaries of life 
distr hut ;d among the greatest number of jtersons ; which 
lias the g catest number of honest hearts and stout arms 
united in a common interest, willing to oft'end no*^one, hut 
ready to fight in defence of tlndr own community agaitfst 
all tl’.e rest of the world, because they have something in 
it worth lighting for. The moment you admit lliat one 
cla.ss of things, without any reference to what they respect, 
ivcly cost, is better worth having than another; that a 
smaller commercial value, with one mode of distribution, 
is better tliaii a greater commercial value, with another 
mode of distribution; the whole of that curious fabric of 
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postulates and dogmas, which' you call the science of poli¬ 
tical economy, and which 1 call poUiica (Bconomim in- 
scientia, tumbles to pieces." 

Mr. Toogood agreed with Mr. Chainmail against Mr. 
Mac Quedy, that the existing state of society was worse 
than that of the twelfth century; but he agreed with Mr. 
Mac Quody against Mr. Chainmail, that it was in progress 
to something much better than either,— to which “some¬ 
thing much better” Mr. Toogood and Mr. Mac Quedy 
attached two very different meanings. 

Mr. Chainmail fought with l>octor Folliott, the battle 
of tile romantic against the classical in poetry ; and Mr. 
Skionar contended with Mr. Mac Quedy for intuition and 
synthesis, against analysis and induction in philosophy. 

Mr. Philpot would lie along for hours, listening to the 
gurgling of the water round the prow, and would occasion¬ 
ally edify the company with speculations on the great 
changes that would be effected in the world by the steam- 
navigation of rivers ; sketching the course of a steam-boat 
up and down some mighty stream which civilisation had 
either never visited, or long since deserted; the Missouri 
•and the Columbia, the Oroonoko and the Amazon, the 
Nile aiul the Niger, the Kuphrates and llie Tigris, the 
Oxus and the Indus, the Canges and the lloangho; under 
the overcanopying forests of the new, or by the long-silent 
ruins of the ancient, world; through the shajieless mounds 
of Ilabylon, or the gigantic temples of 'J'hebes. 

Mr. Tiillo went on with the composition of his opera, 
and took the opinions of the young ladies on every step in 
its progress; occasionally regaling the company with spe¬ 
cimens, and vvonilcring at the hlitulness of Mr. Mae 
Queiiy, ^i’ho could not, or would not, see that att opera in 
pc-ffection, beitig the union of all the beautiful arts,— 
music, painting, dancing, poetry, — exhibiting female 
beauty in its most attractive aspects, and in its most be¬ 
coming costutne, — was, according to the well-known 
precept, luyctiitas didirisse, Ike., the most efficient instru¬ 
ment of civilisatioit, and ought to take precedetico of till 
other pursuits in the minds of true philatithropists. The 
Keverend Doctor Folliott, on these occasi&ns, never failcil 
A i. a 
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to say a word or , two on Mr. Trillo’s side, derived from 
the practice of the Athenians, and from the comhination, 
in their theatre, of all the beautiful arts, in a degree of 
perfection unknown to the modern world. 

Leaving Lechlade, they entered the canal that connects 
the Thames with the Severn; ascended by many locks; 
passed by a tunnel three miles long, tlirough the bowels 
of Saj)pcrton Hill; agreed unanimously that the greatest 
pleasure derivable from visiting a cavern of any sort was 
that of getting out of it; descended by many locks again, 
through the valley of Stroud into the Severn ; continued 
their navigation into the Ellesmere canal; moored their 
pinnaces in the Vale of Llangollen by the aqueduct of 
Pontycysyllty ; and determined to pass some days in in¬ 
specting the scenery, before commencing their homeward 
voyage. 

'I'lie captain omitted no opportnnity of pressing his suit 
on Lady (darinda, but could never draw from her tiny 
reply but the same doctrines of worlilly wisdom, deliveied 
in a tone of bniliiinyi;, inixeil with a certain kindness of 
manner that induced him to hope she was not in earnest. 

But the morning after they had anchored under the 
hills of the Dee,— wdicther the lady bad refiected more 
seriously than usmd, or was somewhat less in good humour 
than usual, or the (.'a])tain was more pressing than usual, 
— she said to him, “ It must not be, (fiptain Fitz- 
chrome ; ‘ the course of true love never did i un smooth : ’ 
my father must keep his borough, anil I must have a town 
house and a country house, and an opera box, and a car¬ 
riage. It is not well for either of us that we should flirt 
any longer: ‘ 1 must be ciuel otdy to he kind.' Be satis¬ 
fied with the assurance that you alone, of all iiien, have 
ever broken iny rest. To be sure, it was otdy for about 
three nights in all; but that is too much.” 

The cajitain bad k caiur warre. He look bis portfolio 
under bis arm, made up tlio little ralise of a pedestrian, 
and, without saying a word to any one, wandered off at 
random among the mountains. 

After the lapse of a day or two, the captain was missed, 
and every one marvelled what was become of him. Mr. 



COURESPONDISNCE. 


357 


Philpot thought he must have been exploring a river, and 
fallen in and got drowned in the process. Mr. Fircdainj> 
had no doubt he had been crossing a mountain bog, and 
had been suddeidy deprived of life by the exhalations of 
marsh miasmata. Mr. Henbane deemed it probable that 
he had been temj)tcd in some wood by the lai'ge black 
brilliant berries of the Atropa Bellndoiiria, or Deadly 
Nightshade; and lamented that he harl not been by, to 
administer ait infallible antidote. Mr. Eavesdrop hoped 
the jiarticulars of his fate would be ascertained; and 
asked if any one present could helj) him to any authentic 
.anrtidotes of their departed friend. The lleverend Doctor 
Folliott propo.sed that an iiH|uiry should be instituted as 
to whether the inarch of intellect had reached that neigh¬ 
bourhood ; as, if so, the captain had probably been made 
a subject ior science. Mr. Mac Quedy said it W'as no such 
great matter to ascertain the jirecise mode in which the 
surplus population was diminished by one. Mr. Toogood 
asseverated that there was no such thing as surjdus popu¬ 
lation, and that the land, properly managed, tvould main¬ 
tain twenty times its pre^sent inhabitants: and hereupon 
they fell into a disputation. 

Lady Clarinda djd not doubt that the captain had gone 
away designedly: she missed him more than she could 
have anticipated; and wished she had at least jiostponed 
her last piece of cruelty till the completion of their home¬ 
ward voyage. 


CHAPTER XI. 


OOKBESPONDENCE. 

“ Base is the slave that pays.” — Ancient Pistol. 

The captain was neither drowned nor poisoned, neither 
miasmatised nor anatomised. But, before we proceed to 
A A 3 
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account for him, we must look back to a young lady, of 
whom some little notice was taken in the first chapter; 
and who, though she has since been out of sight, has never 
with us been out of mind; Miss Susannah Touchandgo, 
the forsaken of the junior Crotcliet, whom we left an in¬ 
mate of a solitary farm, in one of the deep valleys under 
the cloudcapt summits of Meirion, comforting her wounded 
spirit with air and exercise, rustic cheer, music, painting, 
and poetry, and the prattle of the little Ap Llymrys. 

One evening, after an interval of anxious expectation, 
the farmer, returning from market, brought for her two 
letters, of which the contents were these: — 

“ Dutandearruonetown, 
State of Apodidraekiana: 

Aprit 1. 18 . . 

“Mv PEAR ClIILP, 

“ I am anxious to learn what arc your present position, 
intention, and prospects. The fairies who dropped gold 
in your shoe, on the morning when 1 ceased to be a, 
respectable man in London, will soon find a talismanic 
channel for transmitting you a stocking full of dollars, 
which will fit the shoe, as well as the foot of Cinderella 
fitted her slipper. I am happy to say, I am again become 
a respectable man. It was always my ambition to be a 
respectable man; and 1 am a very respectable man here, in 
this new township of a. new state, where I have purchased 
five thousand acres of land, at two dollars an acre, hard 
cash, and established a very flourishing bank. The notes 
of Touchandgo and Company, soft cash, arc now the ex¬ 
clusive currency of all this vicinity. This is the land in 
which all men flourish ; but fhere are three cla-jses of 
men who flourish especially,—Methodist preachers, slave- 
drivers, and paper-money manufacturers ; and as one of 
the latter, I have just painted the word Bank on a fine 
slab of maple, which was green and growing when I 
arrived, and have discounted for the settlers, in my oWh 
currency, sundry bills, which are to be paid when the 
proceeds of the crop they have just sown shall return from 
New Orleans ; so that my notes are the representatives of 
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vegetation that is to he, and I am accordingly a capitalist 
of the first magnitude. The people here know very well 
that 1 ran away from London, but the most of them have 
run away from some place or other ; and they have a great 
respect for me, because they think I ran away with some¬ 
thing worth taking, which few of them had the luck or the 
wit to do. This gives them confidence in my resources, at 
the same time that, as there is nothing portable in the 
settlement except my own notes, they have no fear that I 
shall run away with them. They know 1 am thoroughly 
conversant with the principles of banking ; and as they 
have plenty of industry, no lack of sharpness, and abun¬ 
dance of land, they wanted nothing but capital to organise a 
flourishing settlement; and this capital I have manufac¬ 
tured to the extent required, at the ex;)ense of a small im¬ 
portation of pens, ink, and paper, and two or three inimi¬ 
table copper plates. 1 have abundance here of all good 
things, a good conscience iticluded ; for I really cannot see 
that 1 liave done atiy wrong. This was my jiosition: I 
owed lialf a million of money ; and I had a trifle in my 
pocket. It was clear that this trifle could never find its 
way to the right owner, 'rise question was, whether I 
should keej) it, and live like a gentleman ; or hand it over 
to lawyers and cotnmissioners of bankruptcy, and die like 
a dog on a dungliill. If I ceuhl liave thonglit that the 
saitl lawyers, &c., had a better title to it than myself, I 
might have hesitated; but, as such title was not apitarent 
to my satisfaction, I decided the question in my own 
favour; the right owners, as I liavc already said, being 
out of the question altogether. 1 have always taken 
scientific views of morals and politics, a liahit from which 
I deriv# much comfort under existing circumstances. 

“ I ho])e you adhere to your music, though 1 cannot hope 
again to accompany your harp with my flute. My last 
andante movement was too forte for those whom it took 
by surprise. Let not your allegro vivace be damped by 
young Crotchet’s desertion, which, though I have not 
heard it, I take for granted. He is, like myself, a scien¬ 
tific politician, and has an eye as keen as a nee'dle, to his 
own interest. He has had good luck so far, and is gor- 
A A 4 
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fjeoiis in the spoils of many gulls; but I tliink the Polar 
Basin and Walrus- Company will be too much for him 
yet. There has been a splendid outlay on credit ; ami he 
is the only man, of the original parties concerned, of 
■whom his majesty's sborifts could give any account. 

“ I will not ask you to come here. There is no husband 
for you. The men smoke, drink, and fight, and break 
more of their own heads than of girls’ hearts. Those 
amoiig them who are musical .sing nothing but psalms. 
They are excellent fellows in their way, but you would 
not like them. 

“ Ai( rate, here are no rents, no taxes, no poor-rates, no 
tithes, no church-establishment, no routs, no clubs, no 
rotten boroughs, no operas, no concerts, no theatres, no 
beggars, no thieves, no king, no lords, no ladies, and only 
one gentleman, videlicet, your loving father, 

“ TtMOTiiv ToneiiANDOO. 

“■ P. S. — I send you one of iny notes; I can afford to 
part with it. If you are accused of receiving money from 
me, you mtiy pay it over to ray assignees. Rohthetill 
continues to he ray factotum ; I say no more of him in 
this place: he will give you an account of hirasrdf.” 

“ Dotandcarryonc.tuinn, Sfc. 

“ Dear Mi.ss, 

“ jVlr. Touchandgo will have told you of our arrival 
here, of our setting up a bank, and so forth. We came 
here in a tilted waggon, which served us for parlour, 
kitchen, and all. We soon got up a log-house; and, 
unluckily, we as soon got it down again, for the first fire 
we made in it burned down house and all. However, 
our second experiment was more fortunate; anfi we are 
pretty well lodged in a house of three rooms on a floor ; 
J should say the floor, for there is but one. 

“ This new state is free to hold slaves; all the new states 
have not this privilege; Mr. Touchandgo has bought 
some, and they are building him a villa. Mr. Touchandgo 
is in a thriving way, but he is not happy here: he longs 
for parties and concerts, and a seat in congress. He 
thinks it very hard that he cannot buy one with his own 
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coinage, as he used to do in England. Besides, he is 
afraid of the regulators, who, if they do not like a man’s 
character, wait upon hint and flog him, doubling the dose 
at stated intervals, till he takes hini-self off. lie docs 
not like this system of administering justice: though 1 
think he has nothing to fear from it. He has the cha¬ 
racter of having money, which is the best of all characters 
here, as at home. lie lets his old English prejudices in¬ 
fluence his opinions of his new neighbours ; but 1 assure 
you they have many virtues. Though they do keep 
slaves, they are all ready to fight for their own liberty; 
anil* I should not like to be an enemy within reach of one 
of their rifles. AVhen I say enemy, I include bailifl' in 
the term. One was shot not long ago. There was a 
trial; tlie jury gave two dollais damages; the judge said 
they must find guilty or not guilty ; but the counsel for 
the defendant (they would not call him prisoner), offered 
to fight the judge upon the point: and as this was said 
literally, not metaphorically, and the counsel was a stout 
J'elhnv, the judge gave in. The two dollars damages were 
not paid after all; for the defendtint challenged the fore¬ 
man to box for double or quits, and the foreman was 
beaten. ’J'he folks in Kew York made a great outcry 
about it, but here it was considered all as it should be. 
So you sec. Miss, justice, liberty, and every thing else of 
that kind, are different in different places, just as suits the 
convenience of those who have the sword in their own 
hands. Hoping to hear of your health and happiness, I 
remain, 

“ Dear Miss, your dutiful servant, 

“ RoUEIUCK lloBTIlE'rit.1,.” 
f 

Miss Touchandgo replied as follows, to the first of these 
letters: — 

“ My rear Father, 

“ I am sure you have the best of hearts, and I have 
no, doubt you have acted with the best intentions. My 
lover, or I should rather say, my fortune’s lover, has 
indeed forsaken me. I cannot say I did nbt feel it; 
indeed, I cried very much; and the altered looks of 
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people who used to be so delighted to see me, really 
annoyed me so that 1 determined to change the scene 
altogether. I have come into Wales, and am hoarding 
with a farmer and his wife. Their stock of English is 
very small, but I managed to agree with them ; and they 
have four of the sweetest children I ever saw, to whom I 
teach all 1 know, and I manage to pick up some Welsh. 

I have puzzled out a little song, which I think very 
pretty ; 1 have translateil it into English, and 1 send it 
you, with the original air. You shall i)lay it on your 
flute at eight o’clock every Saturday evening, and I will 
play and sing it at the same time, and 1 will fancy that 1 
hear my dear pa|ia accompanying me. 

“ 'I'he people in Loncion said very unkind things of you: 
they hurt me very much at the time ; but now I am out 
of their way, I do not seem to think their opinion of 
much consequence. I am sure, when I recoilect, at 
leisure, every thing I have seen and heard among them, 

I cannot make out what they do that is so virtuous as to 
set them up for judges of morals. And I am sure they 
never speak the trutli about any thing, and there: is no 
sincerity in either their love or their friendshii). An old 
Welsh hard here, who wears a waistcoat embroidered with 
leeks, and is called the (ircen Bard of Cadair Idris, says 
tile Scotch would be the best people in the world if there 
was nobody but themselves to give them a character; and 
so, I think, would the Londoners. 1 hate the very thought 
of them, for I do believe they would have bioken my 
heart if I had not got out of their way. Now I shall 
write you another letter very soon, and describe to you the 
country, and the people, and the children, and how 1 
amuse myself, and every tiling that I think you tvill like 
to hear about: and when I seal this letter, 1 shall drop,a 
kiss on the cover. 

“ Your loving daughter, 

“ Susannah Touch animio. 

“ P. S. — Tell Mr. Rohthetiir I will write to him in a 
day or two. i This is the little song I spoke of: — 

* Boyond the sea, beyond the sea, 

My heart is gone, l'ar» far from me; 
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And ever on its track will flee 
My thoughts, my dreams, beyond the sea. 

• Beyond the sea, beyond the sea, 

Tl)e swallow wanders fast and tree: 

Oh, happy bird ! wore I like thee, 

1, too, would fly beyond the sea. 

‘ Beyond the sea, beyond the sea. 

Arc kindly hearts and social glee: 

But here for me tliey may not be; 

My heart is gone beyond the ecu.' 


CIJAITEU XII. 

THE MOUNTAIN INN. 


’ij,' v.hl) TM lAtffoZvvi Tslv fatvXev; rpixove 
K^y.fxJx. 

JInw 8we«*t to minds that love not sordid ways 
Is solitude! — Menanoku. 


Tub captain wandered despondingly up and down hill 
for several days, passing many hours of each in sitting on 
rocks ; making, almost ineclianically, sketches of watcir- 
falls, ami mountain pools; taking care, nevertlieless, to be 
always before niglit-fall in a comfortable inn, wliere, Ijeing 
a temperate man, he wiled away the evening with making 
a bottle of sherry into negus. His rambles hrouglit him at 
lengtii into the interior of Merionethshire, the land of all 
that is beautiful in nature, and ail that is lovely in woman. 

Here, in a secluded village, he found a little inn, of 
small pretension and much comfort. He felt so satisfied 
with his^quarters, and discovered every day so much va. 
riety in the scenes of the surrounding mountains, that his 
in^ination to proceed farther diminished progressively. 

It is one tiling to follow the high road through a coun¬ 
try, with every principally remarkable object carefully 
noted down in a book, taking, as therein directed, a guide, 
at particular points, to the more recondite sights: it is 
another to sit down on one chosen spot, especially when 
the choice is unpremeditated, and from thence, by a series 
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of explorations, to come day by day on unanticipated 
scenes. 'I’he latter process has many advantages over the 
former; it is fyec from the disappointment whicli attends 
excited expectation, when imagination has outstripped 
reality, and from tlie accidents that mar the scheme of the 
tourist’s single day, when the valleys may be drenched 
with rain, or the mountains shrouded with mist. 

The captain was one morning preparing to sally forth 
on his usual exploration, when he heard a voice without, 
inquiring for a guide to the ruined castle. The voice 
seemed familiar to him, and going forth into the gateway, 
he recognised Mr. Chainmail. After greetings and in¬ 
quiries for the absent, “ You vanished very abruptly, 
captain,” said Mr. Clhaiumail, “ from our party on the 
canal.” 

CAP'l'AIN FITZeilROMK. 

To tell you the truth, I had a particular reason for try¬ 
ing tlie efiect of absence from a part of that party. 

MR. CHAINMAIL. 

1 surmised as much : at the same time, the unusual me¬ 
lancholy of an in general most vivacious young lady made 
me wonder at your having acted so precipitately. The 
lady's lieart is yours, if there be truth in signs. 

, CAPTAIN FITZCIIIIOME. 

Hearts arc not now what they were in the days of the 
old song, “ Will love be controlled by advice ? ” 

MR. CHAINMAIL. 

Very true ; hearts, heads, and arras have all degenerated, 
most sadly. We can no more feel the high impassioned 
love of the ages, which some people have the impudence to 
call dark, than we can wield King Richard’s feattleaxe, 
bend Robin Hood’s bow, or flourish the oaken graif of Jhc 
Pinder of Wakefield. Still we have our tastes and feel¬ 
ings, though they deserve not the name of passions; and 
some of us may pluck up spirit to try to carry a point, 
when we reflect that we have to contend with men no 
better than ourselves. 

■ CAPTAIN PITZCIinOME. 

We do not now break lances for ladiet 
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Noj nor even bulrushes. M^e jiiiRle purses for them, 
flourish paper-money banners, and tilt with scrolls of 
l>archment. 

CAPTAIN FITZCIIBOME. 

Ill which sort of tilting 1 have'been thrown from the 
saddle. I presume it was not love that led you from the 
flotilla. 

MB. CIIAINMAII.. 

By no means. 1 was tempted by the sight of an old 
tower; not to leave this land of ruineil castles, without 
having collected a few hints for the adornment of my 
baronial hall. 


CA PTAIN ITTZCUROME. 

1 understand you live c» fatniHf with your domestics. 
You will have more ilifficully in finding a lady who would 
adopt your fashion of living, than one who would prefer 
you to a richer man. 

MB. ClIAINMAin. 

Very true. 1 have tried the experiment on several as 
guests ; but once was enough for them : so, 1 suppose, I 
shall die a bachelor. 

CAPTAIN FITZCIinOME. 

I see, like some others of my friends, you will give up 
any thing except your hobby. 

MR. CHAINMAIL. 

I will give up anything but my baronial hall. 

CAPTAIN FITZCIIBOME. 

You ^ill never find a wife for your purpose, unless in 
the daughter of some old-fashioned farmer. 

MB. CIIAINMAII,. 

No, I thank you. 1 must have a lady of gentle blood ; 
I shall not marry below my own condition : I am too much 
of a herald; I have too much of the twelfth century in me 
for that. 


CAPTAIN PITZCHBOME. 

Why then your chance is not much better than mine. 
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A well-born beauty would scarcely be better pleased with 
your baronial hall, than with my more humble offer of 
love in a cottap;e. She must have a town-house, and an 
opera-box, and roll about the streets in a carriage; espe¬ 
cially if her father has a rotten borough, for the sake of 
which he sells his daughter, that he may continue to sell 
his country. But you weie inquiring for a guide to the 
ruined castle in this vicinity ; I know the way, and will 
conduct you. 

'I'he proposal pleased Mr. Chainmail, and they set forth 
on their expedition. 


CHAPTER XIII. 

THE LAKE.— THE RUIN. 

Orvicni, Amore, e qua mcco t’assctta. — Orlando iNNAMuRATa 


MU. CIIAINMAII/. 

Would it not be a fine thing, captain,— you being pictur¬ 
esque, and I poetical; you being for the lights and sha¬ 
dows of the present, and I for those of the past,— if we 
were to go together over the ground which was travelled in 
the twelfth century by Giraldus de Barri, when he accom¬ 
panied Archbishop Baldwin to preach the crusade ? 

CAPTAIN PIT/CURO-ME. 

Nothing, in ray present frame of mind, could fie more 
agreeable to me. 

MR. CHAINMAIL. 

We would provide ourselves with his Itinerarium; 
compare what has been with what is; contemplate in 
their decay the Vastles and abbeys which he saw in their 
strength and splendour ; and, while you were sketching 
their remains, I would dispassionately inquire what has 
been gained by tlie change. 
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CAPTAIN PITKCIIBOME. 

Be it SO. 

But the scheme was no sooner arranged than the cap¬ 
tain was summoned to London by a letter on business, 
which he did not expect to detain him long. Mr. Chain- 
mail, who, like tlie captain, was fascinated with the inn 
and tlic scenerv, determined to await his companion’s 
return ; and, having furnished him with a list of books, 
which he was to bring with him from London, took leave 
of him, and began to pass his days like the heroes of 
Ariosto, who 

— ■■ lutto il ffiorno, al bo! oprar intenti, 

Siiliroh baize, e travenar torrenti.. 

One day Mr. Chainmail traced upwards the course of a 
mountain-stream, to a spot where a small waterfall threw 
itself over a slab of perpendicular rock, which seemed to 
bar his farther progress. On a nearer view, he discovered 
a flight of steps, roughly hewn in the rock, on one side of 
the fall. Ascending these steps, he entered a narrow wind¬ 
ing pass, between high and naked rocks, that afforded only 
space for a rough footpath carved on one side, at some 
height above the torrent. 

'riie pass opencti on a lake, from which the stream 
issued, and which lay like a dark mirror, set in a gigantic 
frame of mountain precipices. Fragments of rock lay scat¬ 
tered on the edge of the lake, some half-buried in the 
water: Mr. Chainmail scrambled some way over these 
fragments, till the base of a rock, sinking abruptly in the 
water, effectually barred his progicss. lie sat down on a 
large smooth stone; the faint murmur of the stream he had 
quitted, the occasional flapping of the wings of the heron, 
and at Ibng intervals the solitary springing of a trout, were 
the only sounds that came to his car. 'I'he sun shone 
brightly half-way down the opposite rocks, presenting, on 
their irregular faces, strong masses of light and shade. 
Suddenly fie heard the dash of a paddle, and, turning his 
eyes, saw a solitary and beautiful girl gliding over the 
lake in a coracle; she was proceeding from the vicinity of 
the jioint he had quitted towards the upper end of the 
lake. H r arptirel was rustic, but there was in its style 
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something more recherche, in its arrangement something 
more of elegance and precision, than was common to the 
mountain peasant girl. It had more of the cmitadina of the 
opera than of the genuine mountaineer; so at least thought 
Mr. Chaininail; but she passed so rapidly, and took him so 
much by surprise, that he had little opportunity for accu¬ 
rate observation. lie saw her land, at the farther ex¬ 
tremity, and disappear among the rocks : he rose from his 
scat, returned to the mouth of the pass, stepped from stone 
to stone across tlie stream, and attempted to jiass round by 
the other side of the lake ; but there again the abruptly 
sinking precipice closed his way. 

Day after day he haunted the s])ot, but never saw again 
either the datnsel or the coracle. At length, marvelling 
at himself for being so solicitous abotit the apparition of a 
peasant girl in a coracle, who could not, by any. })i)ssibility, 
be any thing to him, he resumed his ex])lorations in an¬ 
other direction. 

One day he wandered to the ruineil castle, on the sc^a- 
shorc, which was not very distant from bis inn ; and 
sitting on the rock, near the base of the ruiTi, was calling 
up the forms of jiast ages on the wall of an ivied tower, 
when on its summit ap]ieared a female figure, whom he 
recogni.sed in an instant for bis nymph of the coracle. The 
folds of tiie blue gown pressed by the sea breeze against 
one of the most symmetrical of figures, the black feather 
of the black hat, and the ringleted hair beneath it flutter¬ 
ing in the wind ; the apparent peril of her jmsition, on 
the edge of the mouldering W'all, from whose immediate 
base the rock went down perpendicularly to the sea, pre¬ 
sented a singularly interesting combination to the eye of 
the young antiquary. » 

Mr. Chaininail had to pass half round the castle, on the 
land side, before he could reach the entrance: he coasted 
the dry and bramble-grown moat, crossed the unguarded 
bridge, passed the unportcullised arch of the gateway, en¬ 
tered the castle court, ascertained the tower, ascended the 
broken stairs, and stood on the ivied wall. Hut the nyinjih 
of the place w'as gone. lie searched the ruins within and 
without, but he found not what he sought: he haunted 



THE BIVQhJS. S69 

the castle tlay after day, as' he had done the lake, hut the 
damsel appeared no more. 


CHAPTER XIV. 

THE DINOLE. 

The stars of midnight shall be dear 
To her, ami she shall lean her ear 
in many a sccrel place. 

Where rivulets dance their wayward round, 

Ami beauty, tK»rn ofmunnuring sound. 

Shall pass into her face. — Wordswurtii. 

Mrss Susannah Touchandgo had read the four great poets 
of Italy, and many of the best writers of France. About 
the time of her father’s downfall, accident threw into her 
way ie.s' Jlrperies riu Prnmeneur Solitaire ; and from the 
impression which these made on her, she carried with her 
into retirement all the works of Rousseau. In the midst 
of that startling light which the conduct of old friends on 
a sudden reverse of fortune throws on a young and inex¬ 
perienced mintl, the doctrines of the philosopher of Geneva 
struck with double force upon her sympathies: she im¬ 
bibed the sweet poison, as somebody calls it, of his writ¬ 
ings, even to a love of truth; which, every wise man 
knows, ought to be left to those who can get any thing by 
it. The society of children, the beauties of nature, the 
solitude of the mountains, became her consolation, and, by 
degrees, her delight. The gay society from which she had 
been excluded remained on her memory only as a disagree¬ 
able dream. She imbibed her new monitor’s ideas of 
simplicity of dress, assimilating her own with that of the 
peasant girls in the neighbourhood; the black hat, the 
blue gown, the black stockings, the shoes tied on the 
instep. 

Pride was, perhaps, at the bottom of the change; she 
was willing to impose in some measure on herself, by 

B B 
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marking a contemptuous indiflerence to the characteristics 
of the class of society from which she had fallen, 

/ And with the food'of pride sustained her soul 

III solitude.'* 

It is true that she somewhat modified the forms of her 
rustic dress : to the black hat she added a black feather, 
to the blue gown she added a tippet, and a waistband fast¬ 
ened in front with a silver buckle ; she wore her black 
stockings very smooth and tight on her ancles, and tied 
her shoes in tasteful bows, with the nicest posssible ribbon. 
In this aj)paiel, to which, in winter, she added a scarlet 
cloak, she made dreadful havoc among the rustic moun¬ 
taineers, many of whom proposed to “keep company” 
with her in the Oambiian fashion, an honour which, to 
their great surprise, she always declined. Among these, 
Harry Ap-Hcather, whose father rented an extensive 
sheepwalk, and had a thousand she-lambs waiuleiing in 
the mountains, was the most streinious in his suit, and the 
most pathetic in his lamentations for her cruelty. 

Miss Susannah often wandered among the mountains 
alone, even to some distance from the farm-house. Some¬ 
times she descended into the bottom of the dingles, to the 
black rocky beds of the torrents, and dreamed away hours 
at the feet of the cataracts. One spot in particular, from 
whidh she had at first shrunk with terror, became by de¬ 
grees her favourite haunt. A path turning and returning 
at acute angles, led down a steep wood-covered slope to 
the edge of a chasm, where a pool, or resting-place of a 
torrent, lay far below. A cataract fell in a single sheet 
into the pool ; the pool boiled and bubbled at the base of 
the fall, but through the greater part of its extent lay 
calm, deep, and black, as if the cataract bad plunged 
through it to an unimaginable depth without disturbing 
its eternal repose. At the opposite extremity of the pool, 
the rocks almost met at their summits, the trees of the 
opposite banks intermingled their leaves, and another cata¬ 
ract plunged from the pool into a chasm on which the 
sunbeams never gleamed. High above, on both sides, the 
steep woody slopes of the dingle soared into the sky ; and 
from a fissure in the rock, ou which the little path ter- 
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minated, a single gnarled and twisted oak stretched itself 
over the pool, forming a fork with its boughs at a short dis¬ 
tance from the rock. Miss Susannah often sat on the rock, 
with her feet resting on this tree: in time, she made 
her scat on the tree itself, with her feet hanging over 
the abyss ; and at length she accustomeil herself to lie 
along upon its trunk, with her side on the mossy boll of 
the fork, and an arm round one of theb ranehes. From 
this ])osition a portion of the sky and the woods was re¬ 
flected in the pool, which, from its bank, was but a mass 
of darkness. 'Ihe first lime she reclined in this manner, 
hcf^ieart beat audibly ; in time, she lay down as calmly 
as on the mountain heather : the perception of the sublime 
was probalily heightened by an intermingled sense of 
danger ; and [lerhaps that inditference to life, which early 
disappointment forces upon sensitive minds, was necessary 
to the first experiment. There was, in the novelty and 
strangeness of the position, an excitement which never 
wholly passed away, but which became gradually subordi¬ 
nate to the influence, at once tranquillising ami elevating, 
of the mingled eternity of motion, sound, and solitude. 

One sultry noon, she descended into this retreat with a 
mind more than usually disturbed by reflections on the 
past. She lay in her favourite position, sometimes gazing 
on the cataract; looking sometimes up the steep sylvan ac¬ 
clivities into the narrow space of the cloudless ether; 
sometimes down into the abyss of the pool, and the deep 
bright-blue reflections that opened another immensity be¬ 
low her. The <listrrssing recollections of the morning, the 
world, and all its littlenesses, faded from her thoughts like 
a dream ; but her wounded and wearied spirit drank in too 
deeply <lie Irancjuillising power of the place, and she drop¬ 
ped asleep niton the tree like a ship-boy on the mast. 

At this moment Mr. Chainmail emerged into daylight, 
on a projection of the opposite rock, having struck down 
through the woods in search of unsophisticated scenery. 
The scene he discovered filled him with delight: he seated 
himself on the rock, and fell into one of his romantic re¬ 
veries ; when suddenly the semblance of a black bat and 
feather caught his eye among the foliage of the projecting 
a B 2 
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oak. He started up/shifted his position, and got a glimpse 
of a blue gown. It was his lady of the lake, his enchan¬ 
tress of the mined castle, divided from him by a barrier, 
which, at a few yards below, he could almost overleap, yet 
unapproachable but by a circuit perhaps of many hours. 
He watched with intense anxiety. To listen if she breathed 
was out of the question : the noses of a dean and chapter 
would have been soundless in the roar of the torrent. 
From her extreme stillness, she appeared to sleep: yet 
what creature, not desperate, would go wilfully to sleep in 
such a place ? Was she asleep then Nay, was she alive.* 
She was as motionless as death. Had she been murdered, 
thrown from above, and caught in the tree .* She lay too 
regularly and too composedly for such a supposition. She 
was asleep then, and in all probability her waking would 
be fatal. He shifted his position. Below the pool two 
beetle-browed rocks nearly overarched the chasm, leaving 
just such a space at the summit as was within the possi¬ 
bility of a leap ; the torrent roared below in a fearful 
gulf. He paused some time on the brink, measuring the 
practicability and the danger, and casting every now and 
then an anxious glance to his sleeping beauty.' In one of 
these glances he saw a slight movement of the blue gown, 
and, in a moment after, the black hat and feather dropped 
into the pool. Ileflection was lost for a moment, and, by 
a sudden impulse, he bounded over the chasm. 

He stood above the projecting oak; the unknown beauty 
lay like the nymph of the scene; her long black hair, 
which the fall of her hat had disengaged from its fasten¬ 
ings, drooping through the boughs: he saw that the first 
thing to be done was to prevent her throwing her feet off 
the trunk, in the first movements of waking. 'He sat 
down on the rock, and placed his feet on the stem, securing 
her ankles between his own : one of her arms was round 
a branch of the fork, the otlier lay loosely on her side. 
The hand of this arm he endeavoured to reach, by leaning 
forward from his scat; he approximated, but could not 
4onch it: after several tantalising efforts, he gave up the 
point in despair. He did not attempt to wake her, because 
he feared it might have bad consequences, and he resigned 
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himself to expect the moment of her natural waking, de¬ 
termined not to stir from his post, if she should sleep till 
midnight. 

In this period of forced inaction, he could contemplate 
at leisure tlie features and form of his charmer. She was 
not one of the slender beauties of romance ; she was as 
plump as a partridge ; lier cheeks were two roses, not ab¬ 
solutely damask, yet verging thereupon ; her lips twin- 
cherries, of equal size; her nose regular, and almost 
Grecian; her forehead high, and delicately fair ; her eye¬ 
brows symmetrically arched ; her eyelashes long, black, 
andsilky, fitly corresponding with the beautiful tresses that 
hung among the leaves of the oak, like clusters of wander¬ 
ing grapes.* Her eyes were yet to be seen ; but how 
could he doubt that their opening would be the rising of 
the sun, when l^ll that surrounded their fringy portals was 
radiant as “ the forehead of the morning sky ?” 


(UIAl’TKU .XV. 

THE FAHM. 


Da ydyw’r gwaith, rhaid d’we’yd y gwir, 

Ar fryniau Sfr Mcirionvi’ ’ ^ 

Oolwg fMT o’r gwaela gawn 
Mae hi ettu yi liawii lluwenydd. 

Though Mci •ou's rochs, &ud hills of hoath 
Hopei the listaiit sight ; 

Yet where, t lan tiioxe bleak hilUbeneaU), 

Ls found more true delight? 

* 

At length the young lady awoke. She was startled at the 
sudden sight of the stranger, and somewhat terrified at the 
first perception of her position. But she soon recovered 
her self-possession, and, extending her hand to the offered 
hand of Mr. Chainmail, she raised herself up on the tree, 
and stepped on the rocky bank. 

13 B 3 
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Mr. Chainmail solicited permission to attend her to her 
home, wliich the young lady graciously conceded. They 
emerged from the woody dingle, traversed an open heath, 
wound along a mountain road by the shore of a lake, de¬ 
scended to the deep bed of another stream, crossed it by 
a series of stepping stones, ascended to some height on the 
opposite side, and followed upwards the line of the stream, 
till the banks opened into a spacious amphitheatre, where 
stood, in its fields and meadows, the farm-house of Ap- 
Llymry. 

During this walk, they had kept up a pretty animated 
conversation. The lady had lost her hat; and, as she 
turned towards Mr. Chainmail, in speaking to him, there 
was no envious projection of brim to intercept the beams 
of those radiant eyes he had been so anxious to see un¬ 
closed. There was in them a mixture of softness and bril¬ 
liancy, the perfection of the beauty of female eyes, such as 
some men have passed through life without seeing, and 
such as no man ever saw, in any pair of eyes, but once; 
such as can never be seen and forgotten. Young ('rotchet 
had seen it; he had not forgotten it; but he had trampled 
on its memory, as the renegade tramples on the emblems 
of a faith which his interest only, and not his heart or his 
reason, has rejected. 

Her hair streamed over her shoulders; the loss of the 
black feather had left nothing but the rustic costume, the 
blue gown, the black stockings, and the ribbon-tied shoes. 
Her voice had that full soft volume of melody which gives 
to common speech the fascination of music. Mr. Chain- 
mail could not reconcile the dress, of the damsel with her 
conversation and manners. He threw out a remote ques¬ 
tion or two, with the hope of solving the riddle ; but, re¬ 
ceiving no reply, he became satisfied that she was noflt 
disposed to be communicative respecting herself, and, 
fearing to offend her, fell upon other topics. They talked 
of the scenes of the mountains, of the dingle, the ruined 
castle, the solitary lake. She told him that lake lay under 
the mountains behind her home, and the coracle and the 
pass at the extremity saved a long circuit to the nearest 
village, whither she sometimes went to inquire for letters. 
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Mr. Chainmail felt curious to know from whom these 
letters might be ;^nd he again threw out two or three 
fishing questions, to which, as before, he obtained no 
answer. 

The only living biped they met in their walk was the 
unfortunate Harry Aj)-Heather, with whom they fell in 
by the stepping-stones, who, seeing the girl of his heart 
hanging on another man's arm, and, concluding at once 
that they were “ keeping company,” fixed on her a mingled 
look of surprise, reproach, and tribulation; and, unable to 
control his feelings under the sudden shock, burst into a 
flofiH of tears, and blubbered till the rocks re-echoed. 

They left him mingling his tears with the .stream, and 
his laihentations with its murmurs. Mr. Chainmail in¬ 
quired who that strange creature might be, and what was 
the matter with him. The young lady answered, that he 
was a very worthy young man, to whom she had been the 
innocent cause of much unhappiness. 

" I jdty him sincerely,” said Mr. Chainmail; and, 
nevertheless, he could scarcely restrain his laughter at the 
exceedingly original figure which the unfortunate rustic 
lover had presented by the stepping-stones. 

The children ran out to meet their dear Miss Susan, 
jumped all round her, and asked what was become of her 
hat. Ap-l.lymry came out in great haste, and invited 
Mr. Chainmail to walk in and tline: Mr. Chainmail did 
not wait to be asked twice. In a few minutes the whole 
party. Miss Susan and Mr. Chainmail, Mr. ami Mrs. Ap- 
Llymry, and progeny, were seated over a clean homespun 
tablecloth, ornamented with fowls and bacon, a pyramid 
of potatoes, another of cabbage, which Ap-Llymry said 
“wasfoiled with the paeon, and as coot as marrow,” a 
Jliowl of milk for the children, and an immense brown jug 
of foaming ale, with which Ai)-Llyinry seemed to delight 
in filling the horn of his new guest. 

Shall we describe the spacious apartment, which was at 
once kitchen, hall, and dining-room, — the large dark 
rafters, the pendent bacon and onions, the strong old 
oaken furniture, the bright and trimly arranged utensils 
Shall we describe the cut of Ap-Llymry’s coat, the colour 
B B 
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and tie of his neckcloth, the number of buttons at his 
knees, — the structure of Mrs. Ap-Llymry’s cap, having 
lappets over the ears, which were united under the chin, 
setting forth especially whether the bond of union were a 
pin or a ribbon ? We shall leave this tempting field of 
interesting expatiation to those whose brains are high- 
pressure steam engines for spinning prose by the furlong, 
to be trumpeted in paid-for paragraphs in the quack’s 
corner of newspapers: modern literature having attained 
the honourable distinction of sharing with blacking and 
macassar oil, the space which used to be monopolized by 
razor-strops and the lottery, whereby that very enlightened 
community, the reading public, is tricked into the perusal 
of much exemplary nonsense; though the few who see 
through tile trickery have no reason to complain, since as 
“ good wine needs no hush,” so, e.v in opjmaiti, these 
bushes of venal panegyric point out very clearly that the 
things they celebrate are not worth reading. 

The party dined very comfortably in a corner most re¬ 
mote from the fire; and Mr. Chaitimail very soon found 
his head swimming with two or three horns of ale, of a 
potency to wdiich even he was unaccustomed. After 
dinner, Ap-Llymry made him finish a bottle of mead, 
which he willingly accepted, both as an excuse to remain, 
and a» a drink of the dark ages, which he had no doubt 
was a genuine brewage, from uncorrupted tradition. 

In the meantime, as soon as the cloth was removed, 
the children had brought out Miss Susannah’s harp. She 
began, without affectation, to play and sing to the children, 
as was her custom of aA afternoon, first in their own lan¬ 
guage, and their national melodies, then in English; but 
slie was soon interrupted by a general call of little''voices 
for “ Ouf! di giorno.” She complied with the request,* 
and sang the bidlad from Paiir’s Camilla: Un d) carco il 
mulinaro.* The children were very familiar with every 

* In this ballad, the terrors of the Black Forest are narrated to an as.<iem- 
blagc of domestics and peasants, who, at the end of every btauza, dance in a 
circle round the narrator. The second stanza is as follows: 

, Una nottc in un stradottu 

Un incauto s’lnoltrb; 

L uno strillo utfi di botto 
Che Torccchio gl'intronh: 
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syllable of this ballad, which had been often fully ex¬ 
plained to them. They danced in a circle with the burden 
of every verse, shouting out the chorus with good articu. 
lation and joyous energy; and at the end of the second 
stanza, where the traveller has his nose pinched by his 
grandmother’s ghost, every nose in the party was nipped 
by a pair of little fingers. Mr. Chainmail, who was not 
prepared for the process, came in for a very energetic 
tweak, from a chubby girl that sprang suddenly on his 
knees for the purpose, and made the roof ring with her 
laughter. 

So passed tlie time till evening, when Mr. Chainmail 
moved to depart. But it turned out on inquiry that he 
was some miles from his inn, that the way was intricate, 
and that he must not make any difficulty about accepting 
the farmer’s hospitality till morning. The evening set in 
with rain : the fire was found agreeable ; they drew around 
it. The young lady made tea; and afterwards, from time 
to time, at Mr. Chaimnairs special request, delighted his 
ear with passages of ancient music. Then came a supper 
of lake trout, fried on the spot, and thrown, smoking-hot, 
from the pan to the plate. Then came a brewage, which 
the farmer called his nightcap, of which he in.sisted on 
Mr. Chalnmail's taking his full share. After which the 
gentleman remembered nothing, till he awoke, the' next 
Jnorning, to the pleasant consciousness that he was under 
the same roof with one of the most fascinating creatures 
under the canopy of heaven. 


Kra I’ombra <H «ua noiina, 

Ch(' i>i*I nasu lo piglib. 

Oiif! (li gioriio nb di sora, 

Non passlam la selva iiera. — i» Giro.) 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

THE NEWSPAPER. 

Tlciots etireo^otffBitireb ^OrXeti 

’Og£a»> KivBfMims tx.U ff'xioivrm ; 

Sprung from what line, adorns t))c maid 

These valleys deep in mountain shade V — I*ind. Ppth. IX. 

Mb. Chainmail forgot the captain and the route of Giral- 
dus de Barri. He became suddenly satisfied that the 
ruined castle in his present neighbourhood was the best’ 
possible specimen of its clasSj and that it was needless to 
carry his researches further. 

He visited the farm daily : found himself always wel¬ 
come ; flattered himself that the young lady saw him with 
pleasure, and dragged a heavier chain at every new parting 
from Miss Susan, as the children called his nymph of the 
mountains. What might he her second name, he had 
vainly endeavoured to discover. 

Mr. Chainmail was in love ; but the determination he 
had long before formed and fixed in his mind, to marry 
only a lady of gentle blood, without a blot on her escut¬ 
cheon, repressed the declarations of passion which were 
often rising to his lips. In the meantime, he left no 
means untried, to pluck out the heart of her mystery. 

The young lady soon divined his passion, and pene¬ 
trated his prejudices. She began to look on him with fa¬ 
vourable eyes ; ^but i^ic feared her name and parentage 
would present an insuperable barrier to his feudal pride. 

Things wore in this state when the captain returned, 
and unpacked his maps and books in the parlour of the 
inn. 

MB. CHAINMAIL. 

Really, captain, I find so many objects of attraction in 
this neighbourhood, that I would gladly postpone our pur¬ 
pose. 

CAPTAIN FITZCHBOME. 

Undoubtedly, this neighbourhood has many attractions; 
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but there is sopiething very inviting in the scheme you 
laid down. 

MB. CIIAINMAIL. 

No doubt, there is something very tempting in the 
route of Giraldus de Barri. But there are better things in 
this vicinity even than that. To tell you the truth, cap¬ 
tain, I have fallen in love. 

CAl’TAIN PITZCHROME. 

What! while 1 have been away ? 

MU. CIIAINMAIL. 

Jiven so. 

liAPTAIN KITZCHOBME. 

The plunge must have been very sudden, if you are 
already over head and ears. 

MR. CIIAINMAIL. 

As deep as Llyn-y-dreiddiad-vrawd. 

(’ATTAIN ITTZCIIBOME. 

And what may that be 

MB. CIIAINMAIL. 

A pool not far off: a resting-place of a mountain stream, 
which is .said to have iio bottom. There is a tradition 
connected with it; and here is a ballad on it, at your 
service: — 


LLYN-Y-DUElDDIATI-VnAWD. 

niK POOL OF TKR |)l\INO FRIAR. 

O WFN WYNWYN'wilhdrew from the teasts of his hall j 
He slept very little, lie prayotl not at all; 

Ho poiulcred, and waiitlercfl, and Ktiuiied alone ; 

•And souf'ht, night and day, the philosopher’s stone. 

He found it at length, and he made its first proof 
Jtv turning to gohl all the lead of his roof: 

Then he hon>'hl some magnanimous heroes, all fire, 

W'ho lived but to smite and bu smitten for hire. 

^Vith these, on tiie plains like a torrent he broke; 

He filli'd the whole country with flame and with smoke; 
He killed all the swine, and he broached all the wine; 
He drove of!’the sheep, and the beeves, and the kine; 

He took castles and towns; ho cut short limbs and lives ; 
He made orphans and widows of children and wives :* 
Ihis course many years he triumphantly ran. 

And did mischief enough to be called a great man. 
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When, at last, he had gained all for which he had striven. 
He bethought him of l)uying a passport to heaven ; « 

Good and great as he was, yet he did not well know* 

How soon, or which way, his great spirit might go. 

He sought the grey friars, who, beside a wild stream, 
Hefected their frames on a primitive scheme ; 

The gravest and wisest Gwenwynwyn found out. 

Ait lonely and ghostly, and angling for trout. 

Below the white dash of a mighty cascade, 

Whore a pool of the stream a deep resting-place made. 

And rock>rooted oaks stretched their branches on high. 

The friar stood musing, and tlirowing his dy. 

To him said Gwenwynwyn, Hold, father, here’s store. 

For th<* good of the church, and the good of the poor 

Then he gave him the stone: hut, ere more he could speak. 

Wrath came on the tViar, so holy and meek : 

ife had stretched forth his hand to receive the red gold. 

And he thought hiniselfmocked by (Gwenwynwyn the Bold 
And in scorn of the gift, and in rage at the giver. 

Ho jerked it immediately into the river. 

Gwenwynwyn, aghast, not a syllable spake; 

'J'ho philosopher’s stone made a duck and a drake : 

'J’wo systems of circles a moment were seen. 

And the stream smoothed them otf, as they never had been. 
Gwenwynwyn regained, and uplifted, his voice : 

“ Oh friar, grey itiar, full rash was thy choice ; 

The stone, the good stone, winch away thou hast thrown. 
Was the stone of all stones, tlie philosopher’s stone!” 

The friar looked pale, when his error he knew; 

The friar looked rod, and the friar looked blue; 

And heels over head, from the point of a rock, 

He plunged, without stopping to pull olf his frock. 

He dived very deep, but he dived all in vain, 

'J’hc prize he had slighted he found nol again: 

Many times did the fnar his iliving renew, 

And deeper and deeper the river slill grew. 

Gwenwynwyn gazed long, of hie senses in doubt, 

''J'o see the grey friar a diver so stout: 

I'lien saiily and slowly his eastlehe sought, 

And left the friar diving, like dubchick distraught. 
Gwenwynwyn fell sick with alarm and despite. 

Died, and went to the lievtl, ihe very same night: 

'J'he magnanimous heroes he helrl in his pay 
Sacked his castle, a^ul inarched with the plunder away. 

No knell on the sileiiee of midnight was rolled. 

For the fliglit of the soul of Gwenwynwyn the Bold: 

The brethren, unfi*ed, let the inigbry ghost pass, 

Without praying a prayer, or intoning a mass. 

The friar haunted ever beside the dark stream ; 

The philosopher’s stone was his thought and his dream: 
And (lay after day, ever head under heels 
He dived all the time he could spare from his meals. 

He dived, and he dived, to the end of his days, 

As the |H‘asantsuft witnessed with fear and amaze: 

'i'lie mad friar’s diving>place long was thoir theme, 

And no iduuimet cun fathom that jioul of the stream. 

And still, when light clouds on the midnight winds ride, 
Ifby moonlight you stray on the lone nver-sidc. 

The ghost oi the friar may be seen diving there, 

Witli head in the water, and heels iu the air. 
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CAPTAIN FITZCHROME. , 

. Well, your ballad is very pleasant: you shall show me 
the scene, and f liill sketch it; but just now I am more 
interested about your love. What heroine of the twelfth 
century has risen from the ruins of the old castle, and 
looked down on you from the ivied battlements } 

MR. CHAJNIUAII.. 

You are nearer the mark than you suppose. Even from 
those battlements a heroine of the twelfth century has 
looked down on me. 

, CAPTAIN FITifCHROME. 

Oh! some vision of an ideal beauty. I suppose the 
whole will end in another tradition and a ballad. 

MH. OIIAINMAIL. 

Genuine flesh and blood ; as genuine as Lady Clarinda. 
1 will tell you the story. 

Mr. Chaiuraail narrated his adventures. 

CAPTAIN FlTZCIinOME. 

Then you seem to have found what you wished. 
Chance has thrown in your way what none of the gods 
would have ventured to promise you. 

MU. oriAINMAir.. 

Yes, but I know nothing of her birth and parentage. 
She tells me nothing of herself, and 1 have no right to 
question her directly. 

, CAPTAIN FITZCIIBOME. 

She appears to be exprcs.sly destined for the light of 
your baronial hall. Introduce me: in this case, two 
heads are better than one. 

* Mil. CHAINMAII,. 

’ No, I thank you. Leave me to manage my chance of 
a prize, and keep you to your own chance of a— ... 

CAPTAIN FITZCnnOME. 

Blank. As you please. Well, 1 will pitch my tent 
here, till I have filled my portfolio, and shall be glad of 
as much of your company as you can spare from more 
attractive society. 
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Matters went on pretty smoothly for several days, when 
an unlucky newspaper threw all into confusion. Mr. 
Chainmail received newspapers by the post, which came 
in three times a week. One morning, over their half- 
finished breakfast, the captain had read half a newspaper 
very complacently, when suddenly he started up in a 
frenzy, hurled over the breakfast table, and, bouncing 
from the apartment, knocked down Harry Ap-Heather, 
who was coming in at the door to challenge his supposed 
rival to a boxing-match. 

Harry sprang uji, in a double rage, and intercepted 
Mr. Chainmail’s pursuit of the captain, placing himself in 
the doorway, in a pugilistic attitude. Mr. Ohainmail, not 
being disposed for this mode of combat, stepped back into 
the parlour, took the poker in his right hand, and dis¬ 
placing the loose bottom of a large elbow chair, threw it 
over his left arm, as a shield. Harry, not liking the 
aspect of the enemy in this imposing attitude, retreated 
with backward steps into tlie kitchen, and tumbled over a 
cur, which immediately fastened on his rear. 

Mr. Ohainmaii, half-laughing, half.vcxed, anxious to 
overtake the captain, and curious to know what was the 
matter with him, pocketed the newspaper, and sallied 
forth, leaving Harry roaring for a doctor and a tailor, to 
repair the lacerations of his outward man. 

A^r. Clhainmail could find no trace of the captain. 
Indeed, he sought him but in one direction, which was 
that leading to the farm ; where he arrived in due time, 
and found Miss Susan alone. He laid the newspaper on 
the table, as was hk custom, and proceeded to converse 
witli the young lady: a conversation of many pauses, as 
much of signs as of words. The young lady toolf up the 
paper, and turned it over and over, while she listened to 
Mr. Chainmail, whom she found every day more and 
more agreeable, when, suddenly, her eye glanced on some, 
thing which made her change colour, and dropping the 
paper on the ground, she rose from her scat, exclaiming, 
“ Miserable must she be who trusts any of your faithless 
sex! Never, never, never, will I endure such misery 
twice.” And she vanished up the stairs. Mr. Chainmail 
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was petrified. At length, he cried aloud, “ Cornelius 
Agrippa must have laid a spell on this accursed news¬ 
paper ; ” and was turning it over, to look for the source 
of the mischief, when Mrs. Ap-Llymry made her appear- 


MRS. AP-LI,YMRY. 

What have you done to poor dear Miss Susan ? She is 
crying, ready to break her heart. 

MR. eilAINMAIt. 

So help me the memory of llichard (Vur-de-Lion, 1 
have not the most distant notion of what is the matter! 

MRS. AP-l.I,yMRY. 

oh, don't tell me, sir; you must have ill-used her. I 
know how it is. You have been keeping company with 
her, as if you w'anted to marry her ; and now, all at once, 
you liave been trying to make her your mistress. I have 
seen such tricks more than once, and you ought to be 
ashamed of yourself. 

MR. CHAINMAII,. 

My dear madam, you wrong me utterly. I have none 
but the kindest feelings and the most honourable purposes 
towards her. She has been disturbed by something she 
has seen in this rascally paper, 

MRS. Al>-r.LYRMT. 

Why, then, the best thing you can do is to go away, 
and come again to-morrow. 

MR. CHAINMAII,. 

Not 1, indeed, madam. Out of this house I stir not, 
till I have seen the young lady, and obtained a full ex¬ 
planation. 

MRS. AP.I,I,YMRY. 

1 will tell Miss Susan what you say. Perhaps she will 
come down. 

Mr. Chainmail sate with as much patience as he could 
command, running over the paper, from column to column. 
At length, he lighted on an announcement of the approach¬ 
ing marriage of Lady Clarinda liossnowl with Mr. Crotchet 
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the younger. This explained the captain’s discomposure, 
but the cause of Miss Susan’s was still to be sought; he 
could not know that it was one and the same. 

Presently the sound of the longed-for step was heard 
on the stairs; the young lady reappeared, and resumed 
her seat: her eyes showed that she had been weeping. 
The gentleman was now exceedingly puzzled how to be¬ 
gin, but the young lady relieved him by asking, with great 
simplicity, “ What do you wish to have explained, sir ? ” 

MR. CIIAINMAII,. 

1 wish, if I may be permitted, to explain myself to you. 
Yet could I first wish to know what it was that disturfied 
you in this unlucky paper. Happy should 1 be if I could 
remove the cause of your inquietude! 

Mtss SUSANNAH. 

The cause is already removed. 1 saw something that 
excited painful recollections; nothing that I could now 
wish otherwise than as it is. 

MR. CUAINMAlr.. 

Yet, may 1 ask why it is that 1 find one so accom¬ 
plished living in this obscurity, and passing only by the 
name of Miss Susan 

Miss SUSANNAH. 

The world and my name are not friends. 1 have left 
the world, and wish to remain for ever a stranger to all 
whom 1 once knew in it. 


l^R. CHAINMAln. 

You can have done nothing to dishonour your name. 

MISS SUSANNAH. ^ 

No, sir. My father has done that of which the world 
disapproves, in matters of which I pretend not to .iudge. 1 
have suffered for it as I will never suffer again. My name 
is my own secret; I have no other, and that is one not wortli 
knowing. You see what I am, and all I am. I live ac¬ 
cording to the condition of my present fortune ; and here, 
so living, I have found tranquillity. 
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MB. CHAINMAIIi. 

Yet, I entreat you, tell me your name. 

MISS SUSANNAH. 

Why, sir ? 

MB. CHAINMAII-. 

Why, but to throw my hand, my heart, my fortune, at 
your feet, if — 

MISS SUSANNAH. 

If my name be worthy of them. 

MB. eilAINMAlI.. 

Say, nay, not so ; if your hand and heart are free. 

MISS SUSANNAH. 

My hand and heart are free; but they must be sought 
from myself, and not from my name. 

She fixed her eyes on him, with a mingled expression of 
mistrust, of kindness, and of fixed resolution, which the 
far-gone innamorato found irresistible. 

MB. CHAINMAIL. 

Then from yourself alone I seek them. 

MISS SUSANNAH. 

Reflect. You have prejudices on the score of parentage. 
1 have not conversed with you so often, without knowing 
what they are. Choose between them and me. I too 
have my own prejudices on the score of personal pride. 

MR. CIIAINMAIL. 

I would choose you from all the world, were you even 
the daughter of the exeeuteur de» hautes mweres, as the 
heroine of a romantic story I once read turned out to be. 

* MISS SUSANNAH. 

*I am satisfied. You have now a right to know my his¬ 
tory ; and, if you repent, I absolve you from all obligations. 

She told him her history ; but he was out of the reach of 
repentance. “ It is true,” as at a subsequent period he 
said to the captain, “ she is the daughter of a money¬ 
changer; one who, in the days of Richard the First, 
would have been plucked by the beard in the streets; but 
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she is, according to modern notions, a lady of gentle blood. 
As to her father’s running away, that is a minor consider¬ 
ation : I have always understood, from Mr. Mac Quedy, 
who is a great oracle in this way, that promises to pay 
ought not to be kept; the essence of a safe and economi¬ 
cal currency being an interminable series of broken pro. 
mises. There seems to be a difference among the learned 
as to the way in which the promises ought to be brokep ; 
but I am not deep enough in their casuistry to enter into 
such nice distinctions.” 

In a few days there was a wedding, a pathetic leave 
taking of the farmer’s family, a hundred kisses from ‘he 
bride to the children, and i)romises twenty times reclaimed 
and renewed, to visit them in the ensuing year. 


(TIAPTEll XVII. 

THE INVITATION. 

A cup oi' wine, (liat’A briak and /ine, 

And drink unto the Icinan mine. 

Master Silence. 

This veridicous history began in May, and the occurrences 
already narrated have carried it on to the middle of autumn. 
Stepping over the interval to Christmas, we find ourselves 
in our first locality, among the chalk hills of tlie Thames ; 
and we discover our dd friend, Mr. Crotchet, in the act of 
accepting an invitation, for himself, and any friends who 
might be with him, to pass their Christmas-day at Chain- 
mail Hall, after the fashion of the twelfth century. Mr. 
Crotchet had assembled about him, for his own Christma^- 
festivities, nearly the same party which was introduced to 
the reader in the spring. 'Three of that party were want¬ 
ing. l>r. Morbific, by inoculating himself once too often 
with non-contagious matter, had explained himself out of 
the world. Mr. Henbane had also departed, on the wings 
of an infallible antidote. Mr. Eavesdrop, having priut^ 
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in a magazine some of the after-dinner conversations of the 
castle, had had sentence of exclusion passed upon him, on 
the motion of the Reverend Doctor Folliott, as a flagitious 
violator of the confidences of private life. 

Miss Crotchet had become Lady Rossnowl, but Lady 
Clarinda had not yet changed her name to Crotchet. She 
had, on one pretence and another, procrastinated the happy 
event, and the gentleman had not been very pressing; slie 
had, however, accora]»anied her brother and sister-in-law, to 
pass Christmas at Crotchet Castle. iVith these, Mr. Mac 
Quedy, Mr. Philpot, Mr. Trillo, Mr. Skionar, Mr. Too- 
go»d, and Mr. Firedamp, were sitting at breakfast, when 
the Reverend Doctor Folliott entered and took his seat at 
the table. 


THK IIMV. nn. FOLMOTT. 

Well, Mr. Mac Qiiedy, it is now some weeks since wo 
have met: how goes on the march of mind ? 

MK. MAO OOEnV. 

Nay, sir; I think you may sec that with your own 
eyes. 

THF, REV. DR. FOI.LIOTT. 

Sir, 1 have seen it, much my discomfiture. It has 
marched into my rick-yard, and set my stacks on fire, with 
chemical materials, most scientifically compounded. It 
has marched up to the door of my vicarage, a hundred and 
fifty strong; ordeied my to surrender half me tithes ; con¬ 
sumed all the provisions I had provided for my audit 
feast, and drunk up my old October. It has marched in 
through my back-parlour shutters, and out again with my 
silver spoons, in the dead of the night. The policeman, 
who vats sent down to examine, says my house has been 
Ijroken open on the most scientific principles. All this 
comes of education. 


MR. MAC QLEDY. 

I rather think it comes of poverty. 

THE REV. BR. FOLLIOTT. 

No, sir. Robbery perhaps comes of poverty, but scien¬ 
tific principles of robbery come of education. I suppose 
c c 
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the learned friend has written a sixpenny treatise on me¬ 
chanics, and the rascals who robbed me have been read¬ 
ing it. 

MR. CROTCHET. 

Your house would have been very safe, doctor, if they 
had had no better science than the learned friend’s to 
work with. 


THE REV. DR. POLLIOTT. 

Well, sir, that may be. Excellent potted char. The 
Lord deliver me from the learned friend. 

MR. CROTCHET. . 

Well, doctor, for your comfort, here is a declaration of 
the learned friend’s that he will never take office. 

THE REV. DR. FOLLIOTT. 

Then, sir, ho will be in office next week. Peace be 
with him 1 Sugar and cream. 

MR. CROTCHET. 

But, doctor, are you for Chainmail Hall on Christmas- 
day ? 

THE REV. DR. FOLLIOTT. 

Tlnat am I, for there will be an excellent dinner, though, 
peradventure, grotesquely served. 

MR. CROTCHET. 

I have not seen my neighbour since he left us on the 
canal. 


THE REV. DR. FOLLIOTT. 

He has married a wife, and brought her home. 

LADY CLARINDA. 

Indeed 1 If she suits him, she must be an oddity : it 
will be amusing to see them together. * 

rXlRD BOSSNOWL. ; 

Very amusing. He! he 1 

MR. FIREDAMP. 

Is there any water about Chainmail Hall.? 

THE REV. DR. POLLIOTT. 


An old moat. 
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MR. FIREDAMP. 

I shall die of malaria. 

MR. TRIEEO. 

Shall we have any music 

THE REV. HR. FOW.IOTT. 

An old harper. 

MR. TRILLO. 

Those fellows are always horriilly out of tune. What 
will he play ? 

. TUB HBV. DR. FOLLIOTT. 

Old songs and marches. 

MR. SKIONAR. 

Amongst so many old things^ I hope we shall find Old 
Philosophy. 

THE REV.'^DR. FOI.IJOTT. 

An old woman. 

MU. IMIILPOT. 

Perhaps an old inai) of the river in the twelfth century. 
TUB REV. DR. FOLLIOTT. 

No doubt. 

MR. MAO QOEDY. 

How many more old things } 

THE REV. DR. FOLLIOTT. 

Old hospitality, old wine, old ale — all the images of 
old Kiigland ; an old butler. 

MR. TOOGOOD. 

Shall we all lie welcome 

THE REV. DR. FOLLIOTT. 

Heartily ; you will be slapped on the shoulder, and 
called old boy. 

LORD BOSSNOWL. 

I think we should all go in our old clothes. He ! he ! 

THE REV. DR. FOLLIOTT. 

You will sit on old chairs, round an old table, by the 
light of old lamps, suspended from pointed arches, which 
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